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CHAPTER I. 

THE ASP AMONG THE ROSES — Continued. 
%, S the door closed on her lover, 
the young girl sank upon the 
ottoman, with a face pale as 
death, as if some grim phantom had risen 
beside her in his place. 

' No, no ! ' she cried, sweeping her 
hands across her eyes as if to shut this 
vision- out 'Let me forget; let me live 
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in the present, in the sweet glamour of 
its joy ; with you beside me I am so happy. 
Oh, my love, my love, so happy ! but 
when you leave me, I cannot sleep or 
rest. I fear to wake and find it all a 
dream. Shall I be less foolish when he 
has called me wife ? ' she asked herself, 
and smiled and blushed with rapture at 
the thought, and then she lost herself in 
soft, sweet memories of his parting 
words, till a knock at the door came to 
disturb her reverie. 

The girl started to her feet. 

' It is my darling,' she thought. ' He 
has had the same unrest at heart, and 
has returned.' 

' Florian ! sweetheart ! ' she cried, ad- 
vancing to meet the intruder with out- 
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stretched arms. * I must scold you for 
coming back so late — yet I am thankful. 
I have longed to — ' 

The sentence froze with terror on her 
lips, the arms held forth in welcome fell 
helpless and dead. Transfixed and 
motionless, as Pygmalion's Galatea, she 
stood there with her beautiful eyes dis- 
tended and riveted on the stern, implac- 
able countenance of the man who had 
entered. 

• Good evening, Mademoiselle Veron- 
tque, alias Zell Torr,' he said, address- 
ing her with a sardonic grin. 'Con- 
sidering the close terms of our intimacy 
for three years and more, Tm surprised 
to find that your memory so signally 
fails you on this occasion. There,' he 
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added, as he took off his hat and un- 
wound the scarf from about his throat, 
' I will make myself more visible. Now, 
do you know me ? ' 

' To my cost / she answered in 
low tones. ' Treilhard Orme, you 
have sought me out to work my down- 
fall' 

' That rests with yourself.' 

* With me ? ' 

'Yes, with you. Sit down, and hear 
what I have to say.' 

He walked towards the fireplace as 
he spoke, and, assuming an air of perfect 
ease and proprietorship, pulled forward 
a low velvet-covered chair, motioning 
the girl to be seated (who obeyed him 
as if mesmerised by the fatal glance of 
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the cobra), and then threw himself into 
an arm-chair opposite. 

* Is it true?' he asked, *that you 
are about to marry Le Vismes, the 
painter ? ' 

She bowed her head in assent, while 
a more ashy pallor grew upon her 
cheeks, as she sat there with her small 
hands clasped in dumb agony before her 
inquisitor. 

* Oh,' said Orme, drawing a long 
breath, * and so it was for this gentle- 
man's company you left my protection ! ' 

' That's false ! ' cried the girl, shaking 
off partly the trammels of the dread 
which held her spell - bound. ' I came 
away by myself to learn to earn my 
own bread as a public singer.' 
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Orme laughed with a laugh which had 
a more deadly ring in it than the hissing 
of snakes, as he said, — 

* Well, for the present let us take this 
for granted, although I can give another 
version of the matter, I fancy. How- 
ever, having given you credit so far, you 
can't ask me to go further, and believe 
that, with only a few pounds in your 
pocket, you were able to live, and, as 
the papers tell me, study at the Con- 
servatoire here and in Milan, in order to 
qualify yourself for your present position.' 

' Sir,' said Zell, the love-light stealing 
the terror out of her eyes, 'all that I 
am I owe to the man who will be my 
husband.* 

* Yes ; well, now, that's just what I 
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wanted you to admit ; the rest it is easy 
to conjecture. For, having transferred 
the allegiance you owed to me to this 
painter, as a matter of course he assisted 
you to mount the ladder. Now, a lady 
possessed of so variable a temperament 
as yourself, cannot boast of very deeply 
rooted affection, I should say. Your 
approaching marriage is one of conveni- 
ence on your side — at least, I conclude. 
Would it grieve you much to give it up ? ' 

* Give it up ! ' cried the girl, starting 
to her feet, and pressing her hands against 
her heart to stay its wild beating. * Would 
it grieve me to die ? — for that would be 
easier.* 

'Come, Zell, be calm. I don't want 
to be cruel to you ; but you have tried 
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me sorely. Reflect on all that you were 
to me before you met this man, and your 
own judgment will show you I have 
cause for bitterness. Remember the love 
that was between us once, and say, is 
not that feeling strong enough to bid 
you come back to me ? ' 

* I will never return to you/ said the 
girl firmly. 

* Fool that you are to make me your 
enemy! Suppose, now, that / choose to 
forbid this marriage.' 

Her lip curled in ineffable scorn as 
she replied, — 

' Thank God, you cannot. I am not 
your wife.' 

* No, only my mistress. And you are 
so proud to avow it.' 
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The blood surged over the girl's sweet 
face and snowy bosom as she replied, — 

* Are you a man ? And yet so great 
a coward ; having made me this, to come 
now and cast it in my teeth ! ' 

* I am a man who has been wronged — 
basely deserted. You left me for another 
when it suited you. I saw you with this 
man in London, walking with him in the 
park one day, and I knew he had de- 
coyed you away.* 

* As there is a God in heaven he is 
guiltless! He did not take me from 
you. I was sick, and weary of my life, 
and I went away to study for the stage.' 

Treilhard Orme rose, his breath came 
quick and hard. 

' What does it matter ! ' he cried in a 
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voice thick with emotion, 'since the end 
was the same ? You forsook me ; never- 
theless, I loved you then ; I love you now 
even yet more passionately. Do you owe 
me nothing ? Think of the past — go back 
over it — recall the sin, the misery, and 
rags in which I found you. At least 
you must confess that I raised you out 
of it. I did what I could for you in 
those three years in which we were 
everything to each other. Have I not 
a right to claim what I made my own ? 
You maddened me just now through 
jealousy into saying that word, but I 
never held you as such ; no wife was 
ever so dearly treasured. You are more 
to me than anything else on earth. Come 
away with me, my darling — now, this 
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very night. All that I have shall be at 
your command. Make some excuse to 
Le Vismes ; say that you cannot leave the 
stage, and act up to it by remaining on 
it, its beautiful queen. You should bear 
my name if I were free ; you shall^ if 
ever that day comes. Till then I will 
be your slave. Do with me what you 
will. I shall exist but to serve you, for 
I have found life unbearable without you. 

« 

Come, dearest, say — say it shall be, as 
it was between us — all that man and 
woman can be to each other we shall 
be in future ; one life, one thought, one 
desire between us, and I shall forget and 
forgive all the wrong you have done me. 
Come, love, let us leave this house, and 
to-morrow start for England, where you 
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will meet with a splendid engagement. 
Think no more of this foolish dream, 
but of the triumphs of the stage. How 
mad you have been to think of retiring, 
so young as you are, and with the ball 
at your feet!' 

He caught her hands as he finished, 
and drew her to him. 

But she wrenched them from him. 

' Don't touch me ! ' she cried. ' Your 
touch burns me like a coal ! How dare 
you make such a proposal to me ! /, 
who am almost his wife. I will never 
permit you to enter my presence after 
this night, and if you presevere further 
I will get the law to protect me.' 

' The law can't help you, in one sense. 
You are in my power, and you know it.' 
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*What a miserable coward you are, to 
try and make me feel it ! To come here 
with the purpose of dragging me down 
from the purer life I am leading.' 

* Purity, Zell/ he sneered. * You and 
I bade adieu to that long ago. How 
true you are to human nature. The 
greater the sinner the more devout the 
saint.' 

' Sir/ said the girl as she rose and 
drew herself up with the gesture of a 
queen, * I was what a cruel fate made 
me. I am now what the love of a noble 
man has made me. A woman in whose 
heart there is but one image, in whose 
breast there is but one desire, and it is 
to serve my husband and the heaven he 
taught me to believe in. Helpless as I 
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am, I will listen to your words no longer. 
Go — leave me — or I will ring for the 
servant to protect me.' 

' Do/ he said, ' and you will bitterly 
repent it.' 

The girl's hand fell from the bell-rope 
hopelessly. She went back to her chair, 
and sank into it with a crushing sense 
of impotency. 

' Can you not listen to reason ? ' ex- 
claimed Orme. 'Your remaining with 
this man will only tend to your own 
exposure and his misery by-and-by. 
Save him this and come with me.' 

' Never I ' 

* What ! After all I have said to warn 
you, are you mad enough to persist in 
carrying out this marriage?' 
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* If I live/ 

' Even so. Do you suppose your 
lover will have equal determination ? ' 

* Yes/ she answered, a smile of in- 
effable tenderness lighting up her face. 
Nothing can destroy our faith in one 
another.' 

'Indeed!' ejaculated Orme, with malice 
of the most refined cruelty gleaming in 
his eyes. * Ha, ha ! my dear girl, you 
don't know. You haven't proved him 
yet. Wait till he has heard the story 
Tm going to tell you now. Listen. 
Years back there was a certain ballet- 
girl who with her youth and beauty 
attracted the attentions of a French 
count then staying in London. He was 
a remarkably handsome man, and she 
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had the easy virtue attributed to her 
class. The issue of their intimacy may 
he readily imagined. She yielded to his 
solicitations, and left the stage to live 
with him as his acknowledged paramour, 
and he surrounded her with all the luxury 
money could procure while his passion 
lasted. Hut such flames are destined to 
burn as briefly as fiercely, and so the 
day came when he sickened of his toy. 
Her presence began to weary him as her 
beauty palled upon him with satiety, and 
so he cast her adrift among the great 
wreckage of unfortunates. And she who 
perchance had this one great love in 
her butterfly life, maddened by desertion, 
flew to that fatal refuge for despairing 
men and women — the bottle ^ sinking 



The Asp among the Roses. 1 7 

lower and lower through the strata of 
human crime, till in one of the lowest 
alleys of London she may now be found 
in company with a convicted thief — 
a drunken, withered hag, with barely a 
spark of humanity left in her wretched 
body — begging from street to street in 
filthy rags for coppers should she fail to 
steal enough to quench her hideous thirst 
— a well-known virago, the dread of the 
neighbourhood, and torment of the magis- 
trates, before whom she has appeared 
times without number in a hopeless state 
of intoxication. Now this wretched crea- 
ture in her youth gave birth to a child 
— a girl. It may readily be supposed 
that the father of that child — the French 
dandy — transmitted to his offspring solely 
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the heritage of beauty. The mother 
thus burdened had little affection to 
bestow, and as soon as this baby could 
toddle she was turned out by her to 
become a gutter child. Then as time 
went on, and she grew older and 
prettier, she was compelled by her 
mother to submit herself to the lowest 
degradation to make the harvest which 
her inhuman parent reaped. From this 
slum of infamy this girl was rescued by 
a man, whose mistress subsequently she 
willingly became. Need I say that I 
am this man, and you this once miserable 
girl, Zell Torr ? Now, I ask you, what 
will the proud Florian le Vismes say 
when I tell him this history, describe 
his future mother-in-law, and make him 
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cognisant of his affianced wife's ante- 
cedents ? ' 

Zell had listened with her head bowed 
in shame and buried in her hands, but 
as he finished she rose and threw 
herself in a passion of grief at his 
feet. 

* Don't ! oh, don't tell him ! ' she en- 
treated. * See, on my knees I implore 
you to spare him ! ' 

* You are solicitous, madam ; though 
the pain you caused me gave you 
little concern. Spare him ! Yes, on 
the one condition — that you return to 
me.* 

* No, no ; I would sooner die ! ' cried the 
unhappy girl, as she rose and paced the 
room in her despair. 'Listen,' she said 
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at length, stopping before him ; * my 
hideous history, so far, you have only 
learned too well. Let me continue it. 
When you found me that night bent 
on self-destruction, I was, as you say, 
but a waif of the gutter. I knew no 
difference between good and evil ; I 
had never heard of such a thing as 
religion ; I did not even know there 
was a God ; my earth and heaven lay 
in the purlieus of Drury Lane and 
Covent Garden, where the very atmo- 
sphere I breathed reeked with drunken- 
ness, curses, and sin. My poor body 
was bruised and bleeding most nights 
with blows from my unnatural parent 
and her companion. I was taught to 
sin with impunity, so long as I evaded 
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detection. If my hands were filled with 
silver when I returned to the wretched 
den which gave me shelter, I was 
applauded, no matter how I might 
have obtained it ; but if my heart had 
failed me throughout the day, and my 
hands were empty, I was cruelly beaten. 
I was but an animal when you found 
me — a mere brute, void of soul; I 
had the animal nature ; and a keen 
appreciation of comfort, jewellery and 
dress. You gave me these, and in 
return, made me do your will ; for I 
was but the thing kept alive by your 
bounty. Your will was — to make me 
minister to your pleasure ; and in order 
to render my companionship more agree- 
able, you had me educated ; and the 
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fine voice which nature had given 
to me cultivated. You kept a home 
over my head ; but I knew it was only 
so long as I remained the slave of your 
lust and passion, for you did not love 
me — not in that higher and nobler 
sense of the word, which I understand 
now. 



• Accidently, at the opera one evening, 
I met Florian le Vismes ; he spoke to 
me, and I saw him many times after ; 
and by degrees I learned to care for 
him, and from the hour I was conscious 
of it, I lived a new life. The soul^ 
as it were, came into my poor degraded 
body — my whole being seemed to change, 
and my nature crave for the good and 
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beautiful. Oh, I can't explain to you 
how wonderful that transition was ! I 
seemed to stand a new creature, with 
holy hopes and aspirations, looking at 
my old guilty self with horror and 
aversion ; for /, the wretched victim of 
your desires, brutish almost in my ignor- 
ance, had become a woman with a heart 
to feel, to love, to hope, to pray, to 
shrink with loathing from the bondage of 
sin and shame ; and to hate and curse 
you who had in my blindness lifted me 
from the gutter to sink me still lower 
in the mire. 

'What did you care, so long as 
self was gratified, how deep I sank into 
perdition ? And this was my knowledge 
of man — the noblest of God*s creatures, 
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up to the time I met Florian le Vismes, 
and found in him a nature worthy of 
this title, which you, and such as you, 
debase, sinking the immortal attributes 
of mind and intelligence into the mere 
animal. 

* Is it any wonder that I loved him ? 
And then^-oh, my God! what torment 
I endured when I had to submit to 
your caresses. Life with you became 
intolerable — I could not endure it ; so I 
sold my jewels — and with what they 
brought, and the money I had saved 
from time to time, made my way to 
Paris alone. On my arrival I wrote to 
M. le Vismes for advice. Through his 
influence I got into the Conservatoire 
in Paris, and in Milan afterwards. I 
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studied for two years, and then went 
on the stage. Nine months after, Le 
Vismes told me for the first time that 
he loved me. And three days hence 
I am to be his wife. You know all 
now — as an all -seeing God does. Be 
merciful I You held me back from the 
river once ; will you drive me to it 
now ? For if Florian le Vismes learns 
my shame, I cannot live/ 

* It rests with yourself,' said Orme 
coldly. * He shall remain in complete 
ignorance if you consent to my proposal. 
On the other hand, if you refuse to 
come back to me, I will not only 
disclose your antecedents to your lover, 
but to the world. Now, we will suppose 
that Le Vismes is so madly infatuated 
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with your beauty as to marry you in 
the face of all this. In fact, I do not 
doubt it ; a man of his dreamy, poetic 
turn of mind would be most calculated 
to commit an act of folly. Nevertheless, 
mark my words, hereafter he will curse 
you for the deception you have practised 
on him — ay, bitterly, when he finds that 
the world knows he has married my 
discarded mistress/ 

* Mercy ! mercy ! ' gasped the poor girl 
hoarsely as she fell on her knees, and 
raised her clasped hands in entreaty. ' Kill 
me — strike me dead — if you will in your 
hatred ; but don't pollute my ears with 
names so long strange.' 

• Tush ! ' ejaculated Orme, turning im- 
patiently from her. Mt is idle to waste 
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time like this. The point at issue remains 
to be decided. Will you return to me or 
not ? I ask you again, and for the last 
time.' 

' And 1/ said Zell, rising and standing 
before him rigid as marble, 'answer you 
as if it were with the last breath of my 
dying lips — never! I cannot, God help 
me ! wash out the stains of the past ; 
but the present and the future, be it 
hours or years, I shall keep pure 
and spotless for his sake. Do your 
worst. I can free my darling from 
disgrace. He gave me this new and 
better life. Do you think I cannot lay 
it down for him?' 

* To what extent you are capable of go- 
ing to prove your devotion cannot concern 
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ntey returned Orme coldly. * You have 
set me at defiance, and must now abide 
by the consequences. Before many 
hours have sped, Florian le Vismes will 
be in possession of every detail of your 
history.' 

* Is there nothing/ groaned the girl, 
shivering in an agony of soul, 'nothing 
short of what you demand that will satisfy 
you ? I have made money, and I possess 
jewels. See,' she added, touching the 
diamonds and sapphires glittering round 
her throat, these are of great value, 
and I have more as precious, and you 
shall have them, with all the money I 
possess, if you will only leave me in 
peace.' 

' Idiot that you are ! ' cried Orme in his 
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{wry. * Do you suppose your paltry baubles 
will appease a desperate man ? Let me 
pass — I have done with soft measures. 
Now for revenge I ' 

' Pity ! Mercy ! Not for me^ but for 
himi she gasped, clutching convulsively 
at his coat * My darling is proud ; this 
shame will break his heart.' 

* You think so/ sneered Orme, his dia- 
bolical laugh mingling with her sobs. 
* I know better. Men's hearts are made 
of tougher stuff. He will simply cast you 
from him, cursing you for the fraud you 
have practised upon him ; his sense of 
the injury received at your hands will 
help in time to heal the wound you have 
inflicted ; and as likely as not he will seek 
a truer woman to bear his name. And 
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who shall blame him ? For what better 
will you be in his sight than the painted 
harlot who flaunts her charms openly be- 
neath the gas-light ? ' 

The unhappy girFs brain reeled at the 
cruel words; her hold relaxed, as with 
one great cry of anguish she fell forward 
at his feet, crushed and trampled down 
— down to the very dust. 
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CHAPTER II. 



THE MOUSE THAT GNAWED THE NET. 




EITHER joy nor despair can 
clog the wheels of time; so 
the years rolled on over Tara 
Trevor's head, stealing away successively 
the freshness of her beauty. 

Already fifteen summers had bloomed 
and blossomed, bringing with them no 
fairer scene for the wretched captive 
than the prescribed paths of the madhouse 
trodden bare almost by weary feet, no 
sweeter sounds than the harsh tone of the 



I 



32 Buried for Gold. 

keeper and the drivelling gibberish of the 
insane. 

The marvel was that this terrible 
association had not with its agonising 
monotony reduced the unhappy girl's 
brain to a state of idiotcy. Such might 
indeed have been the result, perchance, 
had a child's love not borne for her the 
germ of consolation. 

The years which had withered Tara's 
youth in their flight had also wrought 
certain changes in the asylum. 

Dr Seymour, stricken down by para- 
lysis, lingered on a mere wreck of his 
former self, while the management of the 
place had been taken by a younger man 
named Kirby, who had come to Dr 
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Seymour as an assistant some three or 
four years previously. Whereas Provi- 
dence having blessed Mrs Noel bounti- 
fully with offspring, in consideration of 
the claims her maternal duties had upon 
her, had resigned her post as Tara's 
keeper, giving both Dr Seymour and Mr 
Kirby a solemn promise, nevertheless, to 
still exercise a certain, espionage over 
the unfortunate prisoner whom she had 
already guarded all too closely. 

Her office thus vacated, was in due 
course filled by a nurse called Barrett, 
and with her advent poor Tara's suffer- 
ings took a deeper dye. 

Mrs Noel's system had been one of 
cold, hard, stern discipline and reserve, 
which only a woman without a heart 
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could have persevered in. Yet there 
was a certain degree of civilisation about 
her, and so long as Tara remained sub- 
missive, offering no resistance to her will, 
she refrained from using violence. 

But in Mrs Barrett might be found a 
specimen of a lower type of humanity. 
In her nature there was a certain ferocity, 
a compound of the tiger and the brute, 
which enabled her to gloat over the pain 
and suffering of her afflicted fellow-crea- 
tures. In her composition there was 
undoubtedly the prescribed material se- 
lected for nurses of the insane — a woman 
who would be capable of stifling the 
cries of an ill-fated patient, or quelling 
resistance in any method cruelty might 
suggest, without the least compunction — 
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a female fiend, in fact And there are 
those of her class to be found in pauper 
wards as well who have been known^ 
while professing to watch the sick, in a 
moment of irritation to hasten the soul 
out of its frail old tenement with a shake 
or a blow. 

From Mrs Barrett, therefore, her 
habits and her coarse language, Tara 
shrank with instinctive loathing. And in 
this season of dark despair she found her 
one sustaining solace in the visits of 
Phylis Noel, and as good fortune ordered 
it, the little girl came often, for her step- 
mother, who had always looked on her 
with jealous eyes, cared little where she 
went so long as. she succeeded in banish- 
ing her from the household. 
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At first Mrs Barrett had objected to 
'a meddlin' brat a comin' pryin', ' as she 
phrased it, but Mrs Noel overruled the 
objection, and in a few words, which 
made Mrs Barrett understand that Mrs 
Noel held still, in spite of her absence, 
a primary post of authority as Tara's 
keeper. 

Although failure had marked poor 
Tara's fight for freedom so signally, yet 
a little flickering hope was left at the 
bottom of her heart. It kept the glow 
of life from dying out, and the scale 
which balances reason in the brain from 
turning. And, strange to say, as she 
watched the growth of the child Phylis, 
this faint glimmer of consolation became 
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stronger and more defined. She had 
loved Phylis from the first, from the day 
she held her a little mite sobbing in her 
arms, and apart from any self-interested 
motive. 

But as years went on, the child held 
for her a new attraction, which called 
forth an all-absorbing devotion. There 
were certain traits in the character of 
the little creature whom she watched so 
lovingly which made her feel that when 
the hour was ripe for deliverance she 
could trust her, should she only succeed 
in winning her love. With a view of 
attaining this end, therefore, Tara centred 
all the energies of her being in one focus, 
as it were, and sought by every human 
art to endear herself to the child. 
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Misfortune brings a certain cowed 
servility even to the noblest minds and 
clearest intelligence. Thus it came to 
pass that, with a slavish earnestness 
almost, this beautiful and gifted woman 
bent her will to the slightest caprice of 
her proUgie^ who often proved a way- 
ward little thing in spite of severe home 
discipline. 

One bright June morning Phylis came 
running into Tara with a bunch of roses 
in one hand and a huge flaxen-haired 
doll clasped under the other arm. 

' Mammy's coming ! ' she cried, dancing 
about in her glee, ' but I ran on first to 
show you these. Yesterday was my 
birthday, you know. Tm twelve now. 
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so dadda cut these roses all for myself. 
Smell 'em ; ain't they sweet ? And Aunt 
Jane spent the day with us and brought 
me this doll — isn't it a beauty? Look, 
it shuts and opens its eyes. There, do 
you see ? Now isn't it lovely ? I 
thought of you when I was so happy,' 
went on the child, ^and I kept my 
roses for you, every ane^ she added, 
laying the fragrant bunch on Tara's 
lap. 

* My darling, how good of you ! ' cried 
Tara, as she threw her arm about her 
and drew her to her side. ' How sorry 
I am that I have nothing to give you 
m return, not even a ribbon, Phylis, 
dean' 

' Oh, that doesn't matter/ was the ready 
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answer. * I love • you quite as much as 
if you had heaps of things to give. You 
know I do/ she whispered, drawing Tara's 
face down to a level with her own with 
her little hands, and showering kisses 
upon it. 

• Who gave you permission to take such 
liberties?' cried Mrs Noel angrily, hav- 
ing entered at this juncture unobserved. 
* Phylis, do you hear me ? Come away 
this momenty miss. If you can't behave 
properly I shall send you home.' 

'Would you mind sitting half-an-hour 
with her, Mrs Noel?' asked Mrs Barrett, 
in a wheedling tone, pointing with her 
thumb to Tara. * I want to run to the 
village for a few odds and ends.' 

'/ catity answered Mrs Noel, 'for I 
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have to take baby into Cheltenham to be 
vaccinated almost directly.' 

* Dear heart ! whatever shall I do ? ' 
moaned Nurse Barrett * My Jim be 
a-goin' to service on Monday, and th' 
lad wants some new things to set him 
up a bit' 

' Can't I get them for you ? ' suggested 
Mrs Noel. 

* No, bless you ! You wouldn't know 
what to be after choosin'.' 

*Then, I'll tell you what,' said Mrs 
Noel, who made it a point to keep in 
favour with those about her, * my little 
girl here shall stay till you come back ; 
besides, I'll send my husband into the 
garden to do an odd job or two, and 
make him give a look in now and again. 
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He'll take care that all's right There, 
don't say any more — you're welcome/ she 
added, cutting short Mrs Barrett's string 
of thanks; and drawing Phylis aside, 
she whispered, ' Now listen to what I 
say. You are not to kiss nor excite Miss 
Trevor. The way I found you fooling 
with her was enough to send her into 
one of her raving fits. What you are 
to do now is to sit still and watch her 
while we are gone. Mind one thing, — 
if she attempts to leave the room, or is 
troublesome in any way, you are to call 
dadda from the window ; he will be out- 
side watching as well. Mrs Barrett will 
be back very soon, and if I find from 
her that you have been disobedient I 
hall punish you, and never let you 
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come here any more. So pay attention 
to what I have told you ; do you hear, 
miss ? ' 

'Yes,' faltered the child, as with a 
subdued air she seated herself on the 
chair Mrs Barrett usually occupied, with 
the spirit quelled within her by her step- 
mother's harsh tone. 

Left alone with Phylis, Tara watched 
the litde face grown so serious all at once, 
and as she did so, all the vague hopes 
she had harboured for days and months 
rushed into her breast ; her brain spun 
round in a giddy whirl. Some pitying 
power had given her this chance, she 
told herself; some angel of mercy had 
taken away for the first and the last time, 
perchance, the baleful, cunning eyes of 
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her keeper, and left her alone with only 
this pitying child-heart near her. This 
little space of time was of more value 
to her than a king's ransom; but how 
should she use it ? The glorious liberty 
of life lay beyond the walls which hemmed 
her in — gradual decay and death within 
them. And this moment was alone given 
her, in the which she could thrust in 
the wedge to carve out the loophole of 
escape. But howf How steady the 
throbbing of the tortured brain so as even 
to think 'i It was an awful moment In 
the stillness she could count the loud 
beating of her heart, the cold sweat of 
dread beaded her brow, and her hands 
clasped together burnt like live coals, as 
she lifted her eyes from their hollow 
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sockets to heaven, and breathed a silent 
prayer for deliverance. 

The world had forgotten her, she knew. 
She was no more to it than a dead dog. 
Did God even know she was there ? 
she asked herself ; or was she not of the 
kindred clay out of which her fellow- 
creatures were formed, and thus thrust 
away out of sight ? 

Reason was growing confused with 
tension of thought. Never throughout 
her long period of incarceration had 
the unhappy girl's brain run such a 
risk of giving way as at this critical 
juncture. 

Fortunately for her, Phylis spoke, and 
the child disturbing her reverie, recalled 
her to self-possession. All this time the 
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little girl had remained very quiet, Mrs 
Noel's stem commands keeping her in silent 
awe, glued to her seat as it were — not 
daring to approach Tara as of yore, and 
with instinctive good breeding, she felt 
ashamed of the reserve which she was 
compelled to maintain ; therefore, lest Tara 
should observe it, she had busied herself 
in undressing her doll. Having succeeded 
in denuding the waxen image of her 
garments, she looked up suddenly and 
saw that Tara's face had grown like one 
which had lain in the grave, with the 
blue grey hue of death upon it. 

It startled the girl. 

' Are you ill ? ' she cried, springing to 
her feet in alarm. 

'Not very well, dear/ said Tara; 
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< come here, and let me see your 
doll/ 

Phylis, instantly disregarding all warn- 
ings, went over and, kissing her first, 
laid the doll on her lap. 

* Phylis, my own darling/ she asked, 
softly stroking the girl's golden hair, *do 
you love me ? ' 

* Yes, dearly/ was the ready reply. 

* Thank God ! ' ejaculated the unfor- 
tunate woman ; * I have so prayed to 
Him for this. Are you sure, little one.^' 

* Quite sure. No one is good to me 
but you ; father don't care for me like 
he did, since the boys came ; and with 
mother it's nothing but "You bad girl, 
you wicked hussy, I'll beat you, and I'll 
punish you," from morning to night. She 
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hates me, so she does, and she don't 
like to see me happy. She wouldn't 
let me come here if she knew I was fond 
of you.' 

^ Never mind, Phylis ; listen to me. If 
you do care for me, will you do as I 
ask you, now and at once, without asking 
a question ? ' 

* Yes,' said the girl thoughtfully. 
^ But I shall have to ask you to dis- 
obey Mrs Noel for once. Dare you do 
it for my sake ? ' 

Hard words and harder blows had 
been the portion dealt out almost daily 
to Phylis by her stepmother ; and hers 
was a wilful, passionate nature, which 
only kindness could lead. Young as she 
was, her heart was full of resentment 
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against the woman who made her life 
so wretched; therefore, with a certain 
degree of malice she volunteered to defy 
her. 

* ril do as you bid me/ she said, 
firmly thrusting her little hand into Tara's, 
*for I love you best. She isn't like my 
own mother, you know.' 

' Phylis,' returned Tara, very tenderly, 
* if you do indeed love me well enough 
to obey me, I will be as a mother to 
you always, and take you away with 
me, and give you a far more beautiful 
doll than this, and a gold watch, and 
everything you could wish.' 

Phylis heard these promises made with 
an open stare of wonder out of her blue 
eyes. 

VOL. III. D 
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' Don't look like that/ said Tara, 
anxiously ; * indeed Tm not mad. You're 
getting a big girl now, so I think I can 
trust you, and then you will understand 
me better. Well, Phylis, before you were 
born, dear, cruel men placed me in this 
asylum to take possession of my money ; 
they have got it all, and will use it so 
long as they can keep me here ; but I 
have one friend, and if I could only get 
a letter sent to him, he would come and 
take me out of this dreadful place, then 
I should be rich again, and able to give 
you all I have promised. I cannot tell 
you more now, dear, lest Mrs Barrett 
might return, but I want you to run 
home as fast as you can, and fetch me a 
sheet of paper, envelope, and pen and ink.' 
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' I can't/ said Phylis, sadly ; * dadda be 
a watchin' outside, don't you see ? ' 

* Oh, Phylis/ cried poor Tara despair- 
ir^gly* * what is to become of me then ? 
I am lost!' 

' Don't take on so/ returned the 

girl soothingly. ' I'll watch, and slip 
out when he ain't a-Iookin\ if I 
can.' 

' God bless you, my child, if you only 
can succeed,' murmured the distracted 
Tara. 

Phylis, sharp for her years, and hav- 
ing taken Tara's cause thoroughly to 
lieart, perched herself up by the window 
«ind watched her father between the iron 
bars. 

' There ! ' she cried at last, ' Fll do it; 
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he be goin' into the v^etable garden 
to speak to some one,' and waiting for 
neither bonnet nor cape, ere Tara could 
utter one word she had vanished. 

Tara rose and took the place Phylis 
had vacated by the window, and she 
perceived that Robert Noel, his short 
chat over with the gardener, had come 
back to walk to and fro like a sentry as 
before, and observing this, she trembled 
for the fate of little Phylis. Her heart 
stood still almost with dread, as, after 
watching some ten minutes, she saw the 
small figure in the distance. The girl 
evidently perceived that her father wasr 
at his post again. Then Tara saw that 
she crept out of his sight, under shelter 
of a gable of the irregular building. 
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There she lay patient and watchful, bid- 
ing her time. It came at last, for 
Robert, weary of marching to and fro, 
drew out his tobacco-pouch and pipe, 
and as there was a slight breeze abroad, 
went over to the shelter of the wall to 
kindle the weed he loved. The fusee 
was somewhat stubborn, and while he 
was engrossed in the task of ignition, 
the wary Phylis seized her opportunity 
and sped into the house, to be met on 
the threshold and strained to Tara's 
heart in a transport of gratitude and 
joy. 

From the bosom of her frock, without 
a word, Phylis drew paper, envelopes, 
together with pen and ink. 

* I got them out of dadda s desk/ she 
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breathed in a frightened whisper. ' Be 
quick, please, they may return/ 

Tara was conscious of the wisdom of 
the child's remark, and controlling her 
emotion by a superhuman effort, she 
sat down to write, and now again her 
brain grew dizzy. She had forgotten 
almost how to form the letters. No 
pen had rested within her fingers for 
nearly sixteen years. She made the at- 
tempt, nevertheless, and in a strange, 
struggling hand, wrote, — 

*SiR, — I, Tara Trevor, grand-daughter 
of Squire Charlwood of Everscourt 
Grange, have been confined in Dr Sey- 
mours Asylum, near Gloucester, for 
nearly sixteen years, by my cousin, 
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Treilhard Orme, who thus possessed 
himself of all my fortune, with the ex- 
ception of what he may give for my 
miserable support here. I ask you, for 
the love of God, justice, and in memory 
of my dead grandfather, to have inquiry 
made, and release me from this living 
death.— Yours in great distress, * 

*Tara Trevor.' 



By the time she had finished this 
epistle, strength and self - possession 
seemed to have returned to her. 

' Did you get a stamp, dear ? ' she 
asked, turning to the child. 

* No, I could not find one, but Tve 
got a penny. Dadda gave it me, so I 
can buy one.' 
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* Thank you, dear ; and now give me 
the doll, and a pin, if you have one/ 

Phylis obeyed. While seating herself at 
the table, Tara proceeded to rip with 
the pin the seam which ran down the 
centre and imprisoned the sawdust 
within the calico-cased body of the 
doll. 

The face of the little girl grew very 
red as she watched her in amazement. 
It was a sore trial for her to see her 
waxen idol undergoing so flagrant an 
outrage. She began to believe in the in- 
sanity of the operator, and that the judg- 
ment so often predicted by her step- 
mother, had fallen upon her for this act 
of disobedience. Fear of consequent 
punishment kept her silent, nevertheless 
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her breast began to heave, and the ready 
tears to fall down her cheeks like rain. 
Attracted by a sob, Tara looked up from 
her work of destruction, and for the first 
time became conscious that she had dis- 
regarded the child's feelings. 

* Don't cry, darling,' she entreated, 
drawing her to her. * Don't, for God's 
sake. If Mrs Barrett should come in 
and find you in tears, she will suspect 
something wrong, and if we are found 
out, you will be beaten for bringing me 
the paper, while I shall be put away, 
locked up in some dark dungeon where 
no one will ever see or hear of me 
till I'm dead. Phylis, can ydu not trust 
me?' 

She watched the child's face as she 
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spoke. She had spent all the energies 
of her being for long years in trying to 
win this confiding love — would it fail 
her? The intensity of her gaze seemed 
to mesmerise the girl for although she 
vouchsafed no answer to the appeal, yet 
her sobbing ceased. Wiping away her 
tears with her pinafore, she stood still 
and calm, waiting patiently. 

' I am glad to see you such a good, 
brave girl,' said Tara, speaking very 
quietly ; ' and now you must try, dear, 
and pay attention, so as to be able to 
do exactly as I tell you,' she added, 
assuming a slight air of authority, which 
she found would be necessary in order 
to effect her purpose at this crisis. * And 
now I will explain what I am about to 
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do. This letter which I have written is 
addressed to a gentleman, who, when he 
gets it, will take me away from this 
prison. Now look, darling; I undid the 
seam of your doll because I am going 
to hide the letter in there — do you see.** 
— among the sawdust, because when you 
leave me you might be searched, and if 
the letter was discovered, you know how 
we should both suffer. But no one will 
ever think of looking inside the doll. 
Have you got one or two pins ?' 
* Yes, in my hat,' answered Phylis. 
'Get them for me then, dear.' 
Phylis obeyed; silently going for her 
straw ha,t, she managed to abstract a 
few pins from it, with which an old 
daisy wreath had been fastened. 
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' There/ said Tara, taking them from 
her, * I will now, as you see, carefully 
pin the rent I have made together again. 
Mind, the letter is inside ; you had better 
sew it up when you get home, it will be 
safer. Then you must wait until your 
mother sends you either into the village 
or Cheltenham, any place, in fact, where 
there is a post office. Remember to take 
the doll with you^ and to undo the seam 
and take the letter out before you get 
to the post office, then drop the letter 
into the office through the slit in the 
window. Be very careful after you have 
got the letter out, to dress the doll again 
as usual before you go home, and then 
I don't think any questions will be asked. 
Do you understand me, Phylis, darling ? 
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And can you do as I have asked you, 
think you ? ' 

' I will try/ answered the girl gravely, 
reassured by Tara's firm, collected manner. 

' God bless you for saying so,' returned 
Tara as she kissed her fondly. ' Oh, 
how I shall pray that you may succeed. 
And if you get the letter into the post, 
you must give me some sign that I may 
know of it, for we shall not be able to 
say a word in private again. Let it be 
this : The first time you come to see me 
after posting the letter, recollect^ wear the 
blue bead necklace you have got on now. 
If you have not been able to post it, take 
the necklace off. I shall understand that 
you have failed. Have I made every- 
thing clear to you ? Think ; be certain 
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before you answer. For, child, I am 
trusting you with more than my life. 
Do you quite see what I want you to 
do?' 

' Yes, I do now/ answered Phylis. ' I 
am to get the letter into the post office 
as soon as I can, and afterwards, when 
I come to see you, you will know it is all 
right if I put on this necklace, and if 
it isn't posted, Tm not to wear it' 

' Yes, my pet, you understand me 
perfectly ; so now dress the doll again 
as quickly as you can, for I expect Mrs 
Barrett every minute.' 

Dolly was duly robed and lying in 
state in Phylis' arms when Mrs Barrett 
put in an appearance a quarter of an 
hour later. 
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' I hope you didn't have no trouble with 
her ? ' she said, addressing Phylis. 

* No, ma am,' answered the girl, redden- 
ing to poppy colour — ^a sign of emotion 
which passed unobserved, Mrs Barrett 
being too much occupied in stowing away 
sundry parcels, and a basket out of 
which more than one bottle-like neck 
was impudently obtruding, to pay much 
attention. 

' There ! ' she exclaimed at last, turning 
from her occupation ; ' you be off, Phylis ; 
your mother will be put out, I know, at 
your being here so long, but I couldn't 
get back no sooner, for that dratted boy 
wanted a sight of things/ 

Phylis waited for no second order, but 
ran home briskly with her doll clasped 
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in her arms, and the pen and ink con- 
cealed in her pocket. 

Mrs Noel on her return, hot and cross 
and tired, had found the little domestic 
drudge absent and the household work 
at a standstill in consequence. On enter- 
ing, Phylis received her greeting, thereffore, 
in the shape of a sound box on the ear. 

* You good-for-nothing little brat,' cried 
the angry woman, as she shook and 
pushed the truant before her into the 
kitchen. ' Look at the muck everything's 
in while you've been idling away your 
time with that lunatic up there. Put 
away that silly doll or I'll chuck it into 
the fire, and come and help me to get 
father's dinner. Look sharp now ; you'd 
better.' 
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Phylis knowing it was useless to offer 
any excuse for her absence, obeyed in 
haste and silence, and set to work with 
a good-will which succeeded in moUi- 
ifying Mrs Noel's ill-humour for the time 
being. 

Dinner over and the weary children 
put to bed for their afternoon nap, Phylis 
was ordered to wash the dinner things 
and sweep up the kitchen. 

* That will do very well,' said her step- 
mother at length when she had finished. 
* And now, then, I shall want you, while 
I go upstairs to lie down a bit, to go 
into Gloucester for me. You know where 
Mrs Masters lives, don't you ? Where 
you went with me to tea last Sunday ? ' 

Phylis nodded. 

VOL. III. E 
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*Well, then, see here. You take this 
parcel to her, and tell her I was very sorry 
I could not get her dress finished before, 
but that baby has been so fretful, I 
couldn't get time. Don't stay if she asks 
you, but hurry back. Wait a bit; here's 
a penny for you to buy a cake when 
you get there. Go upstairs now, and 
wash your face and hands before you 

go.' 

' Shall I change my frock .^ ' asked 
Phylis. 

' Yes, of course ; put on your blue 
one.' 

* Thank you so much for the penny,' 
returned the little girl, her face dimpling 
with smiles. *That will buy a stamp 
for the letter,' she thought as with a 
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beating heart she ran upstairs to get 
ready. 

'Stay, I want you a minute; come 
down here. You had better bring back 
a quart of split peas with you ; I shall 
want them for the soup to-morrow/ called 
Mrs Noel after her. 'You'll find the 
right money rolled up in this paper/ she 
added. 'There, you need not come all 
the way down ; Til leave it on the dresser 
for you. Mind you dotit forget it! 

Robert Noel sat by the fireside, resting 
from his hard day's work, and his wife was 
in the act of laying the tea things on the 
table, when Phylis, having returned, en- 
tered with the doll in one hand, and the 
packet of peas in the other. 
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' Did you see Mrs Masters ? ' asked 
Mrs Noel. 

* No ; she was out But I left the 
dress/ 

The girl as she approached the table 
had laid the packets upon it, when her 
stepmother's sharp eyes lighted on her 
other burden. 

'Who gave you leave to take the 
doll ? ' she demanded angrily. * You 
naughty child ! some one might have 
robbed you of it by the way. Taking 
it through all the hot sun, too, to melt 
the wax. Tve told you over and over 
again to ask me before you went out 
with it ; but you're so disobedient, I 
don't know what to do with you. Give 
it to me ; I shall lock it away,' she 
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added, snatching it roughly out of her 
hand. 

'Hollo!' cried Robert Noel, who had 
watched this little episode silently from 
his seat in the chimney corner. 'What 
have 'ee bin a-doin' wi' the doll, Phylis, 
— a puUin' her to pieces, eh ? See I 
lookee! th' bran stuff be a-messin' the 
floor.' 

* Good gracious ! ' echoed his wife, as 
she . turned up dolly's clothes without 
the least ceremony, and proceeded to 
examine her. ' Why, if she hasn't ripped 
the body clean asunder, to see what was 
inside, I suppose. Just like her mischief!' 

Her father laughed heartily. 

'Ye be an inquisitive brat,' he ex- 
claimed, stooping over the fire to refill 
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his pipe. * Why, ye'U beat the surgeons 
at dissecting if 'ee go on at that 
rate/ 

' How can you laugh at her, Robert ?' 
ejaculated his irate spouse. ' She's a bad 
girl, so she is — downright bad. Only 
think of her treating Aunt Jane's gift 
in that way/ 

* Nay, you never mean it Be it the 
doll she gave her ? — fine enough for a 
princess, sure-Zy- Ay, I see now, it 
is the very same. Get out of my 
sight, you naughty girl. I'm ashamed 
of you/ 

'It's time you were,' added Mrs Noel, 
the colour flaming into her cheeks with 
anger. ' There's no being up to her 
wickedness ; you never would believe so. 
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Now you see for yourself the fruits 
of your pampering and spoiling. There- 
fore, when I punish her this time, I 
trust you won't interfere as you gen- 
erally do.* 

Robert Noel made no reply, nor did 
he offer any excuse for Phylis, for he 
felt .annoyed at what he considered a 
wanton act of destruction on her part. 
Therefore, seizing his hat, he hastily 
quitted the house, as Mrs Noel, with 
an air of triumph, led or rather dragged 
the trembling culprit up to the bed- 
room. 

Many a slap the child had had when 
her father's back was turned — ay, and 
at odd times before his face even, though 
his wife was perfectly conscious that the 
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sight pained him. And never before had 
he failed to offer some plea of extenu- 
ation for the offender. Convinced, there- 
fore» that she had met with his approval 
at last, Mrs Noel determined that Phylis 
should feel the force which this conviction 
lent to her will. 

Terrified now at the result of her dar- 
ing, the poor child clung to her step- 
mother, with eager sobbing cries and 
prayers, appealing for forgiveness, and 
hoping thus to ward off the coming 
judgment. 

But in vain. She might as well have 
besought a heart of marble. Firmly Mrs 
Noel thrust aside the clinging arms, after 
which, with the cool deliberation which 
characterised all her movements, she pro- 
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ceeded to strip the girl, then laying her 
on the bed, she took down the cane from 
the nails over the mantle-shelf, where it 
rested — ^a silent terror — ^and flogged her 
with it. 

* Now/ she said at length, having 
appeased her wrath, and the red weals 
on the unhappy child's back and shoul- 
ders bearing testimony that her punish- 
ment had been severe, — * now, miss, you've 
got something this time which youVe 
not likely to forget in a hurry at any- 
rate. I'll give you time to think on 
your bad behaviour, and see if you can't 
mend your ways, for you don't come 
out of this room any more to-night ; no, 
nor yet to-morrow,' she added, as she 
replaced the implement of chastisement, 
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and left the room, locking the door after 
her. While Phylis left alone, and sob- 
bing her little heart out, in durance vile^ 
began to question as to whether she 
had not been very wrong and foolish 
in listening to Tara Trevor — yet re- 
solved that no punishment would make 
her betray her. 

The morrow found Mrs Noel busy 
ironing and getting up Dr Seymour's 
shirts — a task which she had volunteered 
to undertake on leaving Tara, with a 
view to aid in compensating for the loss 
of salary which this step had entailed, 
for by nature she was thrifty, and bent 
on turning an honest penny when she 
had the chance. 

A^ five o'clock struck, the linen lay 
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folded in the basket, smooth and 
white as snowflakes, ready to be con- 
veyed to its destination. This was 
Phylis* usual weekly errand, and her 
stepmother resting from her labour, 
bethought herself of tlie busy little 
fingers whose labour she had missed 
all day. 

^ That child must take the basket 
up to the house, for I'm dead beat 
as it is,' she mentally reflected as 
she proceeded upstairs, and unlocked 
the prison door of the sorrowful little 
captive. 

Poor Phylis had suffered from her 

solitary incarceration • even more than 

from the smarting pain which the strokes 
of the cane had left. 
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' Mother/ she cried, rising from hef 
crouching position by the window as 
Mrs Noel entered, ' I wont disobey 
you again, if you let me out. Do^ 
please,' she entreated, running towards 
her and raising a pitiful little face,; 
down which the tears were streaming, 
beseechingly. 

' Will you be a good girl then ? * 
asked Mrs Noel in her cold even 
tone. 

' Yes, mother.* 

* And do as I tell you instantly ? * 

* Yes, mother.' 

* Beg my pardon, then,' persisted her 
stepmother.* 

' Tm very sorry ; I'll never do it again,' 
sobbed Phylis, penitently. 
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'Then now hear what I have got 
to say to you. If I let you out you 
must give over crying directly. Look 
what a sight your face is, not fit 
to be seen, as dirty as it can be 
too. Go and wash it this minute, 
miss, and make yourself tidy, for I 
want you to take the washing up to 
the house. And call in to see Mrs 
Barrett as you come back. Tell her 
I can't go to her this evening, but if 
she has any message for me you will 
bring it.' 

The troubles of childhood are easily 
assuaged. In the joy of this sudden liber- 
ation, together with the prospect of seeing 
Tara, Phylis almost forgot the pain of 
the past hours as she hastened to 
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obliterate the traces of her grief, and 
having donned her jacket and hat, re^ 
membered at the last to fasten round 
her throat the necklace of blue glass 
beads. 

Tara was seated wearily on the wooden 
form fastened to the ground as the child 
entered to deliver her message to Mrs 
Barrett, and while she was speaking she 
managed to touch the string of beads 
significantly as she looked at Tara, who, 
understanding the meaning of the gesture, 
and, too weak to resist, let the sudden 
rush of joy and hope to her heart which 
had so long been dead overpower her, 
so that with a faint cry she sank 
on the ground in a dead swoon, as 
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she had done once before when all 
the horror of her situation was brought 
to bear on her as they forced on the 
straight jacket, that fearful trapping of 
insanity. 




CHAPTER III. 




A BITTER CHOICE, 

T'S a lie! A foul, base lie! 
If you value your life, man, 
have a care ! For my fingers 

itched to clutch your throat as you 

uttered it/ 

In these words Florian le Vismes had 
responded to the history which Treilhard 
Orme told him in all its unhappy detail. 

'It's no lie/' retorted his rival, confronting 
him with flashing eyes and a pale, rigid 
face. ' But the woman you will lead to 
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the altar, is a living lie. If she has 
taught you to believe other than that she 
is the girl I picked out of the gutter, 
and who of her own free will lived as 
my mistress until I wearied of her, un- 
derstand me, I mean to make not only 
you but the world cognisant of this little 
romance. Ay, it shall know that Florian 
le Vismes, famous by reason of his brush, 
is about to marry the woman whom I 
discarded.' 

As he listened the anger died out 
of the painter's face, and he laughed, 
albeit sonjewhat uneasily. 

* Tush ! ' he exclaimed contemptuously ; 
* I am sorry I let your ravings disturb 
me for an instant, since 'tis quite plain 
I have either a fool or a madman to 
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deal with. Having sued in vain yourself 
for the love of Mademoiselle Veronique, 
you think by this trumped-up story to 
gain time by turning me from my purpose 
and stopping the marriage. Now, all I 
have to say to you is, that if you intend 
to keep up this farce much longer, I 
shall be compelled to send for the police 
and have you forcibly removed.' 

* Look at these first ! ' cried Orme, 
literally quivering with suppressed fury, 
as he held out a packet of letters to his 
foe. * These were written to me by this 
innocent dove of -yours — yes, to me^ her 
paramour. Take them ; I give you leave 
*to read them.' 

* You mean scoundrel ! ' exclaimed Le 
Vismes, as he snatched the letters from 
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his grasp. ' Even if a woman did write 
them to you, are you so great a villain as 
to betray her thus ? ' he cried, tearing up 
the letters again and again, and casting 
the fragments on the floor. ' So I scatter 
to the winds every fraud you may dare 
to fabricate which can touch the honour of 
the woman whom I shall make my wife! 

* Idiot ! — blind, infatuated idiot that you 
are ! ' sneered Orme. * You are bent 
on walking perversely, sightlessly into 
the mire. Man, if the scales could only 
fall from your eyes, you would thank 
me for trying to save you. But no — 
they never do till too late. You think 
I lie to you } Then bring me face to 
face with this girl — this Mademoiselle 
Veronique, alias Zell Torr' 
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Florian's face fell as he heard the 
familiar name ; and his adversary was 
quick to notice it, as he continued, — 

*Then, in my presence, let her deny 
if she dare that she was living under 
my protection when you met her ; and 
even if she should perjure herself, I can 
bring witnesses to attest to the truth of 
what I say — her drunken, old hag of a 
mother, from the back slums of Drury 
Lane, and a dozen others/ 

* And if you should bring all the slan- 
derous tongues together that ever united 
to murder a reputation, I should still 
believe in the purity and honour of the 
woman I love. Her word Til stake 
against the world ! ' 

' So be it, then,' returned Orme ; * her 
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word shall decide whether I have spoken 
falsely or not. Grant me an interview 
with her in your presence ; and when I 
make these accusations before her face, if 
she says I lie, then I will doubt my own 
senses, and go away to trouble you no 
more. Will you meet me to-morrow at 
her house at noon 1 Till then keep your 
faith.' 

'You will find me there,' returned Le 
Vismes ; * and I warn you it will prove to 
your cost if you annoy Mademoiselle 
Veronique. I shall be ready, not be- 
cause I give credence to a syllable you 
have uttered, but to protect the lady who 
is to bear my name from any violence 
on your part. However, I will hope 
that, with the sober reflection of a 
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night, your madness may have passed 
away.' 

* Not my madness^ but your faith^ shall 
have passed away when we meet again^ 
retorted Orme, as he turned savagely 
on his heel and left the room. 

Florian saw him depart, with a dazed, 
dizzy sensation, as one awakening from 
a bad dream. He rubbed his hand across 
his forehead to make sure that this 
stranger who had stood before him with 
his hideous tale was not a mere chimera 
of his brain in sleep. But, alas ! there 
was no banishing the reality of his hated 
presence; and so, as he sat down to re- 
, fleet on what had passed, a vague feeling 
of dread crept upon him ; for the more 
he turned the matter over in his mind, 
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the more he felt convinced that this man 
was mad, and he trembled therefore for 
his darling's safety. 

* If/ he reasoned with himself, ' this 
ruffian could hit on such a diabolical 
scheme to poison my mind, simply be- 
cause Zell has turned a deaf ear to his 
love - suit, and finds himself baulked, 
what vengeance may he not visit upon 
Zell herself ? ' 

The thought that danger in any shape 
should hang over her was unbearable ; 
it put all hope of rest from him. There- 
fore, seizing his hat, he set out in the 
direction of her abode. 

As he walked along, one thought came 
to disturb his mind ; it was the familiarity 
of this man with Z ell's real name. 
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* He found it out in some way to give 
substance to his falsehoods/ he concluded, 
with unflinching faith in his beloved ; for 
love with a man like Le Vismes was a 
kind of religion. He would no more 
have harboured an evil thought against 
the idol of his passion than he would 
against the God who made him. 

He stood before her dwelling at last, 
and all looked peaceful and still in the 
shimmering moonlight of a glorious night. 
Beneath the blue canopy, gemmed with 
gleaming stars, and across which clouds 
floated, soft as pale sea-foam, Florian 
walked to and fro, with a passionate 
longing to behold the woman he loved. 

In her bedroom window he saw a faint 
lip-ht burnine. and he fell to wondering 
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what could keep her up so late. Lost 
in thought, he had strayed further than 
usual from the house, when, turning sud- 
denly, he faced the figure of a woman, 
a tall, shadowy shape, in the fitful light, 
enveloped in a long dark cloak. The 
face was thickly veiled ; but clinging to 
the railing of the house she was passing 
with one hand, she held out the other 
towards him imploringly. 

The time of night, the unsteady gait, 
the action — all went far to convince 
Florian that she was but one of a frail 
and unhappy sisterhood, overcome by the 
fumes of wine. Drawing out his purse, 
with the view of getting rid of her, he 
placed some money in the small white 
palm held forth, when, to his horror, she 
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* Oh, no, monsieur, not yet It is 
too early, and she was much tired. But 
I am going up to her now with a cup 
of tea. I take her one about this time 
every morning.' 

' Yes. Then perhaps you will carry this 
note, and give it to her at the same time.' 

The girl nodded and glanced coquet- 
tishly at Florian as he handed her a 
tiny missive. 

* Stay,' he said as she tripped gaily 
from him, ' I want to speak to you, 
Annette. Has anyone called to see your 
mistress since I left?' 

Annette, with all the soubrette's love of 
mystery, came back into the room, closed 
the door, and laid a little brown finger 
on her rosy lip as she whispered, — 
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* Don't say I told you. Monsieur 
Floriatiy but there was a gentleman here 
to see mademoiselle after you left last 
night. He came from the theatre on 
business. But he vexed my mistress, 
for poor mademoiselle she cry, oh, so 
strong, so bitter, after he go away. Then 
she say to me, I no want you de tout, 
Annette, and she lock herself in her 
room, and I hear her cry in there again, 
oh, so bad. It make my heart ache for 
her. I—' 

' Go to her now, then — at once,' cried 
Florian, interrupting Annette's loquacity, 
and feeling a terrible misgiving over- 
whelm him. 

With a toss of her head at this curt 
dismissal, the girl went briskly on her 
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errand, while in her absence Le Vismes 
tried to relieve his anxiety by pacing the 
apartment. 

It seemed to him that Annette was 
unusually long. But this fact con- 
soled him, as he fancied Zell might be 
writing a reply to his note. Somewhat 
reassured, therefore, he took up a paper 
which lay on the table, and while in the 
act of looking over it the door was flung 
open unceremoniously to admit Annette, 
white and trembling. 

* Oh, mon Dieu ! monsieur,' she cried, 
clasping her hands with her vehement 
French gesture, ' mademoiselle has 
never slept in her roon\. She is not 
in the house. I have looked it all over.' 

* Nonsense; don't be a fool, girl!' 
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cried Le Vismes, taking refuge in anger 
from the terror which thrilled his whole 
being at the tidings. * Go and look 
again ; you must find her.' 

' I wish I could/ returned Annette, 
bursting into tears as she started on a 
second quest 

Florian stood on the threshold irre- 
solute. His brain was throbbing so, and 
the dead chill which had fallen on his 
heart almost checked the current of life 
within his veins. The hasty patter of 
the girVs feet as she ran downstairs 
helped to restore him from this semi- 
trance. 

' Thank God, you have found her ! ' he 
cried, almost embracing Annette in his 
eagerness. 
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' No, monsieur/ she answered mourn- 
fully ; ' but a letter — see. Voila^ it is 
addressed to yourself.' 

Florian staggered back into the room 
as she gave it into his hand, and fell 
rather than threw himself upon the sofa. 

The French girl had a warm heart 
and an ardent sympathy for romance. 
She looked tearfully at the lover's pallid, 
agonised face, and then she ran to the 
cellaret, and filling a glass of wine, held 
it up to him. 

* You are ill, monsieur ; drink this. It 
will give you courage to read the letter. 
Perhaps it will explain and make all 
good again. Perhaps mademoiselle had 
to go away on the business that gentle- 
man came about last night.' 
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Florian clenched his hands in agony. 
The girl's innocent prattle had probed 
the wound down to the very quick. 

* Leave the room ! ' he cried, starting to 
his feet *Do you hear?' and as the 
girl with a startled glance obeyed, he 
tore the letter open, and read in Z ell's 
writing, — 



' Florian, Best and Dearest, — My 
darling! Let me call you so once 
more, although my lips are all unworthy ; 
this you will know, ere you read these 
words, that bad, cruel man will have 
told you. And, alas ! unhappy girl that 
I am, it is true. May Heaven comfort 
you, and pity me, for you can never 
understand the bitterness of my soul 
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this night. I feel that this man is 
villain enough, now that he has found 
me, to publish my shame to the world. 
But you, my dear one, shall not share the 
stigma! Even if with your noble gen- 
erosity of disposition you would make 
me your wife, I dare not accept the 
sacrifice. 

* Then what remains 1 — a bitter choice. 
Oh ! love, a bitter choice ; either to slink 
away and hide my dishonour, living 
only in your memory a tarnished thing, 
or die. I choose the latter. I could not 
face the blank life would be to me 
without you. Often I have prayed for 
courage to confide in you ; but in- 
stinctively I felt that to reveal myself 
would be to lose you ; and I could not 
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speak the words that might sever us. 
Surely my destroyer saved me from 
the river only to wait till life was 
sweet, and then, with deadly vengeance, 
fling me in. 

' Florian, dearest ! Oh ! love, on this 
the last night I shall ever write to you, 
I ask you to forgive me. I sinned 
to you, dear ; but it was because I 
loved you so. I was weak ; I was a 
woman, and I couldn't part from you. 
And because I have done you this 
great wrong, I am going to try and 
blot it out by laying down my life. 
Think a little kindly of me, if you can; 
for — O God ! Florian, I shall drift a 
wreck down that great unknown tide. 
Ah, my dearest, in the dark river shall 
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I have dreams of you ! My brain burns. 
Hush I has this beautiful life been 
all a dream ? Am I only wretched 
little Zell of Drury Lane ? And did 
I dream that beautiful dream in the 
river. . . . Am I turning mad. . . . 
No, dear; I am my self again. It 
was but a moment's — 

* You did love me ! you do ; it is no 
dream, it is the sweet memory I am 
taking with me unto death. Now, I 
am calm again, dear — my brain cool ; 
and I kneel in this moment, and ask 
for mercy. Mercy for my parting soul, 
and blessings for my darling. Oh ! 
Florian, I cannot write farewell. I 
have risen from my knees to write 
it; but the pen trembles so in my 
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fingers, and my eyes are so dim with 
weeping that I cannot see. I — I — 

'There, my brain is on fire again. 
God pardon me; I know not what I 
am doing. . . . 

* I must go away now, far, far away 
from my thoughts and my despair.' 

The writing finished here, and the page 
was rendered almost illegible, so blotted 
was it by tears. 

Florian crushed the paper in his hand, 

« 

in the fierce pangs of agony which 
smote him, and found vent in a man's 
terrible weeping. That letter held for 
him a twofold death — death to the 
purity he had held to be fair, and 
spotless as the white petal of an open- 
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ing flower — death to the beauty he had 
learned to call his own. 

'Oh! my darling/ he cried, as the 
tide of sweet past memories flooded his 
soul, and the future rose before him 
like a black sea of despair. *You were 
more sinned against than sinning. Had 
you only trusted me, and told me all, 
you would have found the refuge of my 
love against the world.' 

And so he thought when dread of 
the unhappy girl having carried out her 
despairing threat of self-immolation left 
no room for anger in his mind at the 
fraud which had been practised upon him. 

But had poor Zell stayed to kneel 
at his feet in that hour, in penitence and 
tears, it would have been a hard fight 
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with his nature, between love and pride ; 
and who shall say which would have 
gained the victory in the end. 

The evening of that day which had 
dawned so sadly for Florian began to 
fall. Throughout its weary hours he had 
searched untiringly throughout the gay 
French capital for tidings of the missing 
girl ; he had consulted the authorities, 
given her description, and offered large 
rewards for her recovery, living or dead ; 
all the steps that man could take under 
the circumstances he had taken, never rest- 
ing for one hour in his vain endeavours. 
He had rushed with feverish eagerness 
from place to place, wherever he fancied 
he was most likely to meet with a clue 
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to her recovery ; and now, as the shadows 
lengthened across the sky, spent in body 
and broken-hearted, he made his way 
back to the house she had forsaken, as 
he had done for the twentieth time that 
day, hoping against hope, as he did, 
that some pitying angel might have de- 
terred her from taking that last dark 

* 

leap, and that he should find her waiting 
for him. 

'There is some one here to see you,' 
said Annette as she let him in, her 
eyes red, and eyelids swollen with weep- 
ing. ' I asked him into the dining-room ; 
you will find him there, monsieur/ 

The stranger rose, and whispered a 
few words as Florian entered, and as 
he heard them, he shivered as he turned 
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his ashen-hued face towards his in- 
former. 

* I will go with you at once/ he said, 

in hollow tones which fell unfamiliarly 
even on his own ear. 

Out into the gaily lighted streets they 

went, the one man so matter-of-fact and 

business-like, the other so distraught and 

haggard looking, and having hired a 

cabriolet drove on hastily till they faced 

the stately edifice of Notre Dame. Here 

they alighted, and mute and hopeless as 

a clay image, Florian followed his g^ide 

as he led the way to the back of the 

church, and then after a little parley with 

a man in office, they passed together 

through the dreary portals of the Morgue. 

No word was spoken ; silently the 
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stranger continued to lead the way. Sud- 
denly he paused before one of the stone 
shelves which society provides for the waifs 
of humanity which the river casts from 
time to time out of her sheltering bosom. 
He drew Florian gendy forward, and 
pointing to the still form resting upon it, 
said simply, — 

'There, sir; I think we have found her ' 
The groan Florian could not repress 
was his answer in assent, as he beheld 
the idol of his heart lying there, her 
slight form shrouded in her silken hair, 
the blue eyes all unclosed, gazing at him 
out of the pale sweet face. 

Then as his conductor pointed out to 
him the long dark cloak in which the 
body had been found, he remembered 
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with an agonising thrill the figure he had 
met near her door on that ill-starred night, 
and he knew that it was Zell who had then 
held out her hands imploring as she went 
on her way to her final doom. Cursing 
his blindness therefore, he burst into a 
passion of grief, so intense as to touch 
even the stony hearts of the officials, 
grown callous to such exhibitions from 
usage, so that, respecting his sorrow, they 
instantly drew back ; and as Florian stood 
there by the dead alone a moment, 
with tears dropping slowly down his 
cheeks, cruel tears as coined of blood, he 
raised his hand to heaven and registered 
a mental vow to bring home retribution 
to the man who had hunted his darling 
down to death. 




CHAPTER IV. 
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NCE convinced that little Phylis 
had posted the letter, Tara 
awaited the result with breath- 
less expectation. And as hours grew 
into days, and days to weeks, she grew 
once more hopeless. Years had sped — 
might not Mr Finchley be dead by this 
time, or even if living might he not be 
coerced into putting such faith in Treil- 
hard Orme as to regard her letter as the 
production of a mad woman ; and if this 
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should indeed be the case — well she knew 
that her spirit alone should escape from 
the prison which held her, and till then — 
' Oh ! how shall I endure ? ' she would ask 
herself, with the tears falling on the loose 
sack - like garments which clothed her ; 
and then she would hold out her thin 
shrivelled arms which had once been so 
beautifully rounded, and imagine how old 
and wizened her face must have become, 
for there was no looking-glass to give 
back her reflection. 

And with such thoughts the longing 
would come to her to die. But she had 
meditated self-destruction — well was she 
guarded from carrying out the impulse, in- 
asmuch as the furniture of the room where 
she was confined was all securely fastened 
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to the ground, the window protected by 
an iron grating, while her garments, all 
too coarse for her delicate fingers to 
tear, were utterly devoid of string or 
pin, while to crown all there was Mrs 
Barrett constantly opposite keeping her 
viperish gaze upon her. This hateful 
woman, often as not under the influence 
of the stimulant she managed to secret 
about her, had commenced a course of 
ill-treatment from the first, hoping to 
utterly break down the unfortunate Tara's 
spirit. Over and over again she had 
beaten her severely, and her unhappy 
victims body was rarely ever free from 
bruises now. Once goaded to despera- 
tion, Tara ventured to complain of her 
behaviour to Dr Kirby, but she had 
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reason to rue her temerity, for Mrs 
Barrett possessed in addition to her other 
qualifications a fertile imagination. 

Not very long after her charge had 
given this information, she ingeniously 
concocted a tale about Tara having at- 
tempted to make her escape, and carried 
the report up to the doctors. Unhappily 
for poor Tara, her having done so before 
gained Mrs Barrett an easy credence, so 
that at her word the unhappy creature 
was dragged to the padded room, the 
straight jacket put on ; she was compelled 
to submit to the cruelest torture ; her 
limbs were strained, till she believed every 
joint had been dislocated ; and her thumbs 
were forced backward till she shrieked 
again in agony. 
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It was some days after this punishment 
before she could even move, and the hor- 
ror of it lingering in her mind convinced 
her that, henceforth, dumb, brute-like sub- 
mission was the only course open for her 

to pursue. 

• •••••• • 

Tara had counted ten days since the 
visit of little Phylis. To her anxious 
mind they seemed ten centuries. The 
forlorn hope she had cherished began 
to fade; and as it did so, vitality itself 
seemed to die out of her, personal strength 
to forsake her, as both sleep and appetite 
failed. The change in her appearance 
was so striking by this time that even 
Mrs Barrett could not be blind to it, and 
it alarmed while it angered her. 



Free. 1 1 3 

* Drat you ! ' exclaimed the virago, as 
she brought in her dinner on this par- 
ticular afternoon. * I believe you don't 
eat just to spite me ; and I believe you'll 
die just to put me out — that I do. Come, 
set to and eat as I bid you.* 

Tara raised a morsel to her lips and 
set it down again. 

* I can't/ she said ; * it would choke 
me.' 

^ Let it then,' growled her tormentor. 
' Eat, I tell you, or I'll see if I can't 
make you.' 

The wretched Tara knowing it to be 
physically impossible to obey her, and 
cowering in her weak state under her 
menacing glance, burst into a hysterical 
fit of crying. 
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* Stop that noise, will you ? ' yelled 
her demon-like keeper. 

But Tara's grief had grown beyond 
her control. 

* Be quiet ; do you hear ? Won't you 
do as I tell you ? Won't you ? ' repeated 
the woman. * Then take that to teach 
you better ! ' she hissed, in her rage, 
hitting Tara a heavy blow on the face. 

Tara rose ; indignation seemed to quell 
her grief; exasperated by the brutality 
to which she had been subjected she 
forgot all preconceived precaution. 

* Woman,' she cried, facing Mrs Bar- 
rett with a reckless defiance, * you are 
killing me ; I will tell the doctor. So — ' 

* Will you, you jade you } ' shrieked 
the wretch, letting her fury master her 
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as she clutched the unhappy woman. 
* Then TU take you to the doctor now, 
this moment, and I know what / shall 
say. And when I've spoken, they won't 
put you in the padded room this time. 
No — it's into a vault under the house 
you'll go, where you won't have no com- 
pany but a stray rat or two as may like 
to pay you a visit. I can tell you 
they're a-preparing of the vault for you, 
and once you get in there, my lady, you 
won't see daylight again — no, not if you 
live to be a hundred years old. So come 
on, perhaps it be got ready. You'd best 
have a quiet tongue in your head ; but 
that's your affair. Move, I say, else 
I'll tie you up and drag you there.' 

* I won't go,' said Tara, with a bitter 
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cry, as she perceived the keeper taking 
a string from her pocket to bind her 
hands with. * Let me die here ! I n 
mercy let me ! ' 

*No — rU take you where you'll tell 
no more tales/ returned the woman, as 
she grasped her hands and wound the 
tape about them. Tara gathered all 
her strength ; with one mad struggle she 
Hung off the ligament and faced her 
foe. 

* You will never take me there alive. 
I defy you!' 

Petrified with astonishment, Mrs Bar- 
rett, a coward, as all bullies are, paused. 
Tara, standing there to do battle with 
glittering eyes like fires burning in their 
hollow sockets, gave her the impression 
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that she had indeed suddenly turned 
raving mad, and she knew well the ficti- 
tions strength possessed by the frailest at 
such a time. 

So, trembling for her own safety, she 
was planning in her mind how she could 
best deal Tara a blow which might ren- 
der her senseless, and then to secure her 
from doing further mischief would be an 
easy task. 

When in the midst of her cogitation, 
a loud knocking came to the door, and 
to her dismay she heard the voice of 
Dr Kirby calling her name. 

* What's the matter ? ' he demanded 
angrily. ' Open the door at once, you 
fool. I've been knocking for the last 
twenty minutes. If you keep me a 
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second longer TU turn you out neck and 
crop/ 

Utterly subdued, Mrs Barrett undid 
the fastenings in the twinkling of an eye. 

* I couldn't get her quiet, sir/ she said, 
pointing to Tara as Dr Kirby entered, 
followed by three gentlemen. * She's 
been that violent, poor soul, that she's 
well nigh torn the clothes off my back, 
and kicked the skin off my shins ; that's 
why I couldn't open the door sooner,' 
she added apologetically. 'You know 
it was,' she added, looking at her victim. 

But Tara, standing there like one in 
a dream, neither saw nor heeded. Her 
eyes were riveted on the gentleman who 
came in directly after Dr Kirby, and 
her mind took a leap out of her dungeon 
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back to her girlhood when cradled in 
love and riches. She had last seen that 
face framed in dark hair, thick and bushy, 
without one line of silver ; still the features 
were the same. She recognised him, 
though the hair had turned as white as 
winter snow, and the wrinkled sallow- 
ness of age had replaced his once fresh 
colour. 

* Mr Finchley,' she said quietly, at 
last holding out her hand, and nerving 
herself to retain self-possession. 

Mr Finchley started. It was more 
difficult for him to believe that in this 
worn, middle-aged woman, with faded 
hair and hollow cheeks, he saw the Tara 
Trevor who stayed in his memory, as 
he last parted from her, with her pure 
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girlish bloom, glorious dark eyes, and 
righ-hued amber locks. 

Nevertheless, something in the old 
stateliness of manner, with a sweet melody 
of voice, assured him, so that he pressed 
in warm and friendly greeting the small 
thin hand he held. 

Tara's impulse was to kneel at his feet 
and bless him for thus answering her peti- 
tion. But she was conscious of the scrutiny 
of the two strangers. She had not for- 
gotten a former occasion, and she felt in- 
stinctively that they were there to hold 
a fresh inquisition upon her. Restrain- 
ing herself, therefore, with remarkable 
fortitude, though every nerve in her 
sensitive frame was quivering with appre- 
hension at her critical position, and. 
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exerting all her self-command to retain 
composure, she continued, with a grave 
and quiet dignity, — 

* I trust you have not forgotten me ? * 

' No,' returned Mr Finchley warmly. 
' I see before me Tara Trevor, the 
grand-daughter of my late client.' 

* Then, for the sake of one who bore 
you a true friendship, Mr Finchley, I 
hope you will not lose sight of me again, 
for I have found it very hard to be 
alone, and at the mercy of man^ she 
added, the tears beginning to roll down 
her pale face. 

^ I never will,' returned her hearer firmly. 
* The Commissioners have granted me that 
a fresh inquisition shall be held, and, God 
helping me, I will fight your battle. My 
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conviction is that you were and are sane, 
but that you have been infamously trapped 
and buried for gold. Therefore, apart 
from friendship — for the sake of humanity, 
in defence of a subject's liberty — I will 
move heaven and earth, if need be, till 

I have set you free ! ' 

* ••••••• 

One day, some months later, a 
brougham drove up to the asylum lodge, 
out of which stepped Mr Finchley. 

* Is Mrs Noel in ? ' he asked of her 
husband, who opened the door. 

* No, sir, missus is out. Can I give 
her your message } ' asked Robert Noel, 
wiping away with his red cotton hand- 
kerchief the sweat which beaded his 
honest brow from a hard day's work. 
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*What I have to say you can hear, 
and consult with your wife afterwards/ 

answered Mr Finchley. ' Can you spare 
me a few minutes' time ? ' 

* ril be proud, sir. Walk in ; please to 
take a seat, sir,' said Robert, leading his 
guest into the little parlour, and dusting 
a chair for his reception. 

'You have a little girl called Phylis, 
I understand,' began Mr Finchley. 

* Yes, sir ; a daughter by my first 
wife. Poor thing, she died early.' 

* Well, Noel, I may as well come to 

the point at once. You know that Miss 
Trevor, who was so unjustly and cruelly 

detained in this asylum, is now free ? ' 

' I do, sir, thank God ! And may He 

bless her for her goodness to my girl. 
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affection has sprung up between your 
child and Miss Trevor; and feeling, as 
she does, that she was the means of 
snatching her from a living tomb, she 
wishes to adopt the child. Miss Trevor 
will shortly be reinstated in something 
like the position from which she was 
foully taken ; she will be a rich woman, 
and your daughter will be treated as her 
own. If you are wise you will let her 
go, seeing it will be the making of her.' 

Robert was silent. He did not give 
vent to the rapture the solicitor antici- 
pated. He loved his little Phylis for 
sake of the girl-wife who, on her death- 
bed, had gathered all her parting strength 
to raise herself and place her baby in 
his arms ; and when he spoke at last 
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there were tears in his eyes as he 
Altered, — 

' If it be for the good of the little lass, 
as you say, sir, I h'aint got a word to 
say against her goin' ; an' as for the 
missus, she won't mind, seein' she be 
always a-wishin her out o' sight. There's 
only one thing Td take it sore to heart, 
if I couldn't see the lass betimes. She 
was the first you see, sir, and the partin* 
gift of her as is gone.' 

* Of course you shall see her, where 
and whenever you please. Til vouch for 
that. Miss Trevor is a good woman. 
Rely on it, she will bring her up to be 
dutiful to you. She would have come 
to see you herself, but the reaction, after 
all she has endured, has set in and made 
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her very ill. She bid me say, should 
you consent, that she will send for 
Phylis this day week ; and you are not to 
trouble about sending a wardrobe with the 
young lady, as she means to get one for 
her herself. Now, I can't say any more 
to persuade you, Noel. I will only add, 
if you love this child you will not, for 
the sake of gratifying personal feeling, 
place yourself a barrier in the way 
between her and good fortune.' 

* God forbid ! ' returned Robert solemnly. 
* If it be as you say, sir, that she's a-goin' 
to be better off, I wont hinder her — she 
shall go.' 





CHAPTER V. 



NEMESIS. 

|HOSE who are, unhappily for 
themselves, acquainted with the 
gaming houses in a large city, 
know that they all, more or less, resemble 
one another, inasmuch as you find in 
each the blaze of dazzling light, the hot. 
stifling air, the long gilt-rimmed mirrors, 
the velvet-covered couches, the fumes of 
wine and stale tobacco, the rattle of 
the dice, the flick of the cards being 
dealt out ; the anxious croupier, all 
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eyes, and alive to every suspicion ; the 
roues and habitues, with livid faces and 
bloodshot eyes, their thin worn fingers 
ever stretched in clutching motion, as if 
obeying the governing passion of inborn 
greed ; the few unbitten novices, re- 
joicing over some sudden windfall ; and 
others again tottering out into the night 
air, beggared, to face that ruin which 
breeds despair. 

In one of these hells of New York, 
at a table somewhat apart, two indi- 
viduals were seated, deeply engrossed 
in a game of roulette. The younger 
looking of the two was well known 
by the frequenters of the establishment — 
a seedy, rowdy - looking Yankee, who 
went by the name of Meyers ; his com- 
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panion, a stranger seemingly, whom he 
had brought with him to initiate into 
the mysteries, appeared a gentlemanly 
personage, — ^tall, slight, and with greyish 
hair. As the game proceeded chance 
was in favour of the new-comer. The 
croupier was ready to tear his hair with 
vexation at the golden rouleau which 
he knew he must eventfuUy pass over ; 
whereas the winner's face glowed with 
intense gratification. 

*Go a-head, Britisher! Youll break 
the bank/ drawled Meyers. 

' Fortune's a jade ; she may turn,' re- 
plied the elder man. ' Nevertheless, I 
don't mind making a last stake of 
twenty dollars, even if — ' 

The sentence was never finished, for 
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at this moment a heavy hand fell on the 
speaker's shoulder. 

' Do you know me ? As I recognise 
you, in spite of your disguise/ asked a 
stern voice. 

And the lucky gamester reeled as 
he turned abruptly to face the speaker. 
For a moment surprise rendered him 
mute, and in that moment his features 
grew purple with fury, while deathless 
hate gleamed in his reddish eyes. 

'Do I know you?' he cried. ' Is it 
likely I could forget you, Florian le 
Vismes. You who came with soft, wheed- 
ling ways and robbed me of my mistress. 
You sneak ! you coward ! to play a man 
such a trick.' 

* You lie ! ' retorted Florian, as he 
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Orme reflected, and felt convinced that 
this man's purpose would never swerve ; 

« 

his hate would be an incubus on his life 
while he breathed. He was conscious 
of being a first-rate marksman. What 
chance, he asked himself, would his rival 
with his dreamy artiste life and unprac- 
tised hand have against him ? Why not 
then take the chance offered, and pluck 
this thorn from his side? 

* Give me your address, and I will an- 
swer you in the morning/ he said at last. 

'My time is now I returned his adver- 
sary. ' The light is growing clear — delay 
is idle.' 

' My good fellow, you must be mad. 

What ! without seconds or preparation ? ' 

' Preparation ! ' repeated Le Vismes. 
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Why should we prepare ? We shall fight, 
man against man, to wipe .out a foul deed.' 

' Britisher/ put in Meyers, who had 
followed them at this juncture, * I guess 
and calculate you're a fool to get into a 
tarnation row and leave your winnings. 
However, as I'm staying at the same 
house, I'll be your second, if you like.' 

*And I will be yours, if you desire it,' 
said a young Frenchman, approaching Le 
Vismes. * You will remember Paul Roche. 
We have met before at the Academy in 
Paris.' 

* I will be glad of your service,' an- 
swered Le Vismes, raising his hat. 

The light was grey and cold as this 
strangely assorted group at length stood 
together in a field at the foot of a little 
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hill at a con^derable distance from the 
city, or indeed any habitation. The pre- 
liminaries were arranged with much punc- 
tilio between the seconds — the ground 
measured, and the pistols handed to the 
principals, and there is a breathless mo- 
ment of suspense as these men stand 
face to face, mortal foes. Confident of 
his unerring aim, a half smile of triumph 
shares the hate which flashes out of 
Orme's eyes. On Le Vismes' face grows 
an expression of tearless misery, pitiful 
to behold, as his long, white slender 
fingers clutch his weapon nervously. 
Orme is taking aim, viciously determined 
to slay the man who had supplanted him 
in Zell Torr s love. Le Vismes is less 
ready. His second trembles for him. 
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' One, two, three, ready ! * (at this in- 
stant, as the word leaves the second's 
lips, something seems to come before 
Orme's vision. His hand drops slightly, 
his eyes roll wildly, and his mouth 
twitches convulsively). Then the hand- 
kerchief dropped, and the pistols went 
off simultaneously ; but, as he fired, 
Orme was not looking at Le Vismes. 
His eyes were fixed, but on what^ God 
only knew. As the tiny cloud of smoke 
passed away in the morning air, the 
seconds knelt by the prostrate combatants. 

* I'm done for,' said Orme, as Meyers 
raised his head. ^\^ he hurt ? ' he asked 
eagerly, 

* No, I fancy not ; he has risen al 
ready,' answered Meyers. 
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' I could not take proper aim/ went on 
Orme bitterly; '/>fta/ came and blinded 
me!' 

' Don't ask ; take me back to the hotel, 
or I shall be dead.' 

Considerably remote from the leading 

* 

thoroughfares of the city stood a some- 
what obscure hotel — a house resorted to 
by those who suffered from impecuni- 
osity quite as much as by those who 
sought immunity from publicity or the 
limbs of the law. 

It did not surprise the landlord much, 
therefore, when on a certain morning 
two well-dressed men presented them- 
selves at the hotel, and, on seeing him, 
disclosed themselves as detectives. 
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'You have a gentleman called Orme 
staying here, have you not ? ' asked one 
of them eventually. 

' There's no one of that name staying 
here/ answered the landlord. 

* No ; then he goes under another, 
you may be sure of that. But it don't 
matter/ added the detective ; ' we've good 
authority for believing he's here ; and we 
shall know our man. I can spot him the 
instant I clap my eyes on him, however 
he may disguise himself. Moreover, Tm 
not going away without him, for there's 
a warrant out against him.' 

' He ain't a murderer, is he .^ ' asked 
the landlord in an alarmed whisper. 
'And, to be sure, we do harbour all 
sorts at odd times.' 
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* No. The warrant on which I shall 
apprehend him is issued for false im- 
prisonment of his cousin in a lunatic 
asylum, and having, while she was de- 
tained there, unlawfully, fraudulently made 
away with ;^40,ooo of her money/ 

' Well,' ejaculated the host ; ' cuss me 
if he ain't the biggest scoundrel I've had 
within these doors for many a day. And 
I hope you may take him. Sit down 

» 

here in the bar, and I will fetch you a 
drink, and then you can watch those who 
come in and out. In the meantime I'll 
bring you the hotel book, so that you 
can read down the names of the visitors. 
There's a fresh arrival,' added the land- 
lord ; * I must leave you for a moment. 
A cab has just stopped.' 
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As the landlord disappeared, there was 
an unusual bustle in the hall, at which 
the detectives on the qui vive stole out, 
only just in time to see a prostrate 
form supported into the hotel. 

* What has happened to Mr Gill, Cap- 
tain Meyers ? ' asked the proprietor in 
dismay as they carried the injured man 
into the coffee-room, and laid him on 
a couch. 

' Well, all I know about it is,' answered 
Meyers, 'that Gill met a fellow with a 
queer French name at the gaming-house 
close by, who would insist on calling him 
Orme. Well, then, they had a shine over 
some gal, and nothing would do but 
they must go out— the Lord knows how 
far ! — to fight a duel. Well, the end of it 
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all is, that Tve brought this here one 
home, I believe, a gone coon.' 

At the sound of voices, Orme suddenly 
opened his eyes, glazed for death already 
as they were, and in a moment he re- 
cognised the detectives, who stood at 
the foot of the sofa. 

' I know you,' he gasped ; * bloodhounds 
of the law that you are. For a month I 
have seen you dodging me, and given you 
the slip. Disabled, you fancy that now 
I am in your fangs. Fools ! The game's 
up, and I shall escape you.' 

The excitement of this recognition 
brought the blood streaming up into his 
very throat, so that, though he tried to 
speak again, the sounds were inarticulate. 
There was only a gurgling noise. The 
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doomed man made one great effort, and 
leapt up to catch his breath as it were, 
and then, with a low moaning sound, his 
eyes glaring on his foiled captors, fell 
back — €Uad ! 




CHAPTER VI. 



I 




•one sweet summer-tide/ 

FEW more white flowers, 
Willie, to mix with these gaudy 
tulips; and stay, gather me 
a good - sized bunch of those scented 
Russian violets, you will find them grow- 
ing at the edge of the wood, by the 
rockery/ 

To her smart little page thus spoke 
Tara Trevor, as she sat before a table 
standing in the recess of one of the dining- 
room windows of Everscourt Grange, 
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with a gay debris of buds and leaves 
before her. 

Tara Trevor, not that poor-looking 
wreck which we last saw in the mad-house, 
but a woman fair to see in spite of the 
traces of suffering ; beautiful, with her own 
peculiar style of loveliness, which was at 
once striking and unique. For five years 
of liberty and life had proved as a magi- 
cian's wand to her, and had brought back 
roundness to her elegant form, the sunny 
sheen to her hair, and lustre to her eyes. 

On this particular morning she wore, 
besides, a toilet which suited her well, a 
robe of palest lilac silk, plentifully trimmed 
with cobweb-like lace — her only orna- 
ment a bunch of red rosebuds, culled fresh 
from the green - house, nestling in her 
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breast Her amber tresses were dressed 
somewhat elaborately after the style of 
Louis Quatorze, and formed a splendid 
contrast with her large, soft, brown eyes. 
YeSy Tara, who was usually careless about 
such matters, .had beyond question be- 
stowed care on her appearance on this 
occasion. She was restless in mind, more- 
over, for without waiting for the re- 
appearance of the page, she suddenly 
quitted her occupation and strolled out 
into the grounds. Here resting a moment, 
from the terrace she beheld a well-known 
figure somewhat laboriously making his 
way up the long winding avenue. 

' Fancy Mr Finchley coming out after 
being laid up for a fortnight with lum- 
bago ; how imprudent/ she thought, as she 
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ran with the lightness of a school-girl 
to meet him. For she loved to think 
that the old man regarded her in the light 
of a daughter, and tried to show him in 
every way that she bore him this affection. 
Now the greatest sorrow of Mr Finch- 
ley's life had been the loss of an only 
daughter; for though he had two sons 
out in India, it was to the fragile girl, 
whom death claimed in the flower of her 
youth, that he had looked to be as a 
prop to his declining years, and to him, 
in sweetness and in loveliness, she lived 
again in 'Tara Trevor.' For this woman, 
then, whom he had rescued, he took on 
himself all the anxiety and care of a 
parent, and on this day it was thought 
for her welfare which dragged him to 
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Everscourt Grange, regardless of his aches 
and pains, for a report was ripe in the 
village, where scandal proves as so much 
tinder, that Miss Trevor was on the 
eve of marriage. Now Mr Finchley had 
studied the world too long not to feel 
confident that the fortune which had been 
preserved to Tara, together with Evers- 
court Grange, would not prove the most 
inconsiderable of Tara's charms ; therefore, 
a suitor having come on the scene caused 
the good man the greatest solicitude ; 
for knowing how Tara's youth had been 
blighted and buried, he dreaded an un- 
happy marriage which might blast her 
noonday life. 

* Dear Mr Finchley, how could you 
be so imprudent as to venture out .^ * 
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exclaimed Tara, coming up at this mo- 
ment to disturb his ruminations. 

Mr Finchley s brow lowered with a 
frown as he looked at her. To his jealous 
eyes the well-dressed hair, the delicately 
tinted robe, the knot of flowers, all be- 
spoke * the lover.' 

'What is all this fine harness put 
on for.^' he asked, laying a finger on 
a fold of her silken robe. 

* May I not deck myself as well as 
the fields on a spring day ? ' stammered 
Tara, reddening beneath his scrutiny. 

' I am glad you have grace left to 
blush/ answered the old man, slily. 
* Well, well, we'll talk of it by-and-by ; 
at any rate I never saw you look more 
blithe or bonnie.' 
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* Dear guardian/ said Tara gravely as 
she drew his hand within her arm, 'the 
happier I am, the more deeply do I feel 
the debt of gratitude I owe to you/ 

• Pooh ! child ' (Tara was always a child 
to Mr Finchley), *I did no more than 
any other man with a heart at all would 
have done under the circumstances. But 
I shall never be satisfied with the way 
things ended in spite of my efforts, for 
the investigation which followed your dis- 
charge from the asylum clearly proved 
that I had splendid material for a case, 
which would have been replete with in- 
terest. And then to think that it should 
all fall through, and I find myself unable 
to bring punishment home to the culprits, 
was ioo bad. Only fancy that Orme fall- 



* One Sweet Summer- Tide^ 151 

ing in a duel, when he should have been 
held up to the country as a public ex- 
ample! And then that Quintin Forbes 
too, his accomplice, hiding himself some- 
where out of the country, so that he was 
non est when wanted. Then that old 
villain Dr Seymour was with his crew 
protected by the certificate, so that liter- 
ally the only offending individual we could 
lay hold of was poor little Dr Davis, 
and as he proved undeniably in the 
evidence he gave that he was solely 
guided by Forbes in signing the certi- 
ficate, it was no use making a scape- 
goat of him/ 

* Oh ! by-the-bye,' said Tara interrupt- 
ing him, * I see by the papers that 
Treilhard Orme's widow has just married. 
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I don't think he touched her fortune, 
so she returned to Manchester, none the 
poorer, and has married a hat manu- 
facturer there named Denton.' 

'Well, all luck attend her, the poor 
devil was not to blame,' retorted Mr 
Finchley; 'only it seems to me that in 
the annals of history a cruel wrong has 
been passed over unnoticed, which for 
the sake of humanity ought to have been 
brought prominendy before the public, to 
expose the rotten state of things which 
exist with regard to our Lunacy Laws, 
when it has been proved possible that an 
individual has the power^ when it suits 
his or her convenience, to thrust into a 
living grave the spouse, the father, 
mother, brother, or sister, who may be 
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distasteful, or, more frequently, the rela- 
tive who bars their way to a fortune. 
I say when such a power is obtainable 
through bribery or any other corrupt 
means, it is time that men should stir 
themselves to see into it From time to 
time the press enlightens us as to how 
bodies have been at length brought out 
of these iniquitous dens of cruelty, to lie 
before a jury, with bruised heads and 
fractured ribs, mutely * testifying as to 
how they met their death. But what is 
the issue? Why, there is conflicting 
evidence given by the keepers and at- 
tendants, and as a rule the poor, voice- 
less victim gets the credit of having 
inflicted these injuries upon himself y and 
the murderer escapes in consequence 
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scot-free. Now, I want to know, in 
this age, when there is what is dubbed 
the march of intellect and intelligence, 
if the fraternity of mad-doctors cannot 
find a more lucid as well as civilised 
method of controlling their patients than 
by permitting brutal, devilish keepers to 
punch their heads or press their bodies 
breathless with their knees? Bear in 
mind, madness is a disease. Now, if the 
attendant were to beat a man delirious 
with fever for having annoyed him, there 
would be a nice hue-and-cry after the 
perpetrator of so dastardly a deed. But 
the unhappy wretch on whom the verdict 
*' mad " has been passed, no longer has a 
voice in nature. He cries aloud, it is 
true, in the writhing agonies he bears, 
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but no one hears — ^he is mad ; and so, 
like the demoniacs of old, we cast him 
ruthlessly without the citadel of humanity* 
No family can be sure that some member 
of it may not at one time or another be 
deprived of God's most gracious gift — 
Reason. Then what must the reflection 
be of those who may have loved their 
afflicted one, as they see him borne away, 
and know that such things are ? I say 
that the examples of atrocities known to 
have been practised on these poor, luck- 
less beings is a blot and a shame on a 
Christian people. It is our duty^ to 
whom God has given the blessing of 
sense, to watch over those deprived of 
it. Had I the power, I would rase down 
every private asylum, for they form the 
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nucleus of temptation for the unprin- 
cipled, and in their place I would have 
proper hospitals built for the insane, with 
a well-appointed staff of medical men 
attached to each, where on no one or iwo 
individuals would the responsibility rest, 
but on a body, while there should be 
trained attendants to control patients 
without the aid of druie force. There 
should be no mystery, no shutting away 
of a human being from ^Ae ken of the 
outside world. Marks of violence should 
meet with the strictest investigation as 
to their origin, and a keeper convicted 
of an assault on a lunatic should meet 
with punishment of a nature which would 
deter others from attempting the same. 
And first and foremost, the certificate or 
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warrant meant to sign away the liberty 
and possessions of a subject should be 
granted under new legislation. The 
names of two medical men affixed to a 
scrap of paper is an insufficient guarantee 
for so solemn a purpose, because there 
is no certainty that they may not have 
self-interested motives in sending a pa- 
tient away. But let us suppose two 
medical men to have been found willing 
to give their opinion that such and such 
a person is insane, before such opinions 
could bear weight with them the case 
should be finally laid before a committee 
or medical court of jurisdiction, so that 
those who could reap no advantage or be 
influenced in the remotest degree should 
alone have the authority to confine a 
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patient, and then with the understanding 
that those who might have an interest 
in his welfare should have access to his 
place of confinement and be cognisant 
of his whereabouts. There, Miss Tara, 
I've talked myself hoarse, but knowing 
what you suffered, I get excited when 
I think of it, and you see I belong to 
the old school, so I can't take matters 
with the becoming sang froid of the 
age. However, Td no business to bring 
such a subject up in your mind again. 
Let us change it. Now, can you guess 
what brought me to Everscourt Grange ? ' 
* No ; except a fit of perversity.' 
'Well, will it surprise you if I tell 
you that you were at the bottom of 
that fit of perversity ? ' 
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' I ! Nonsense ! ' 

* No such thing ; listen, my dear ; I 
am not going to beat about the bush, 
for my back aches, and I want to go 
home, so the short and the long of it 
is, there's a report rife in the village — 
and it is that you are going to be 
married ; and I want you to contradict 
it' 

' I can't,' answered Tara, here eyes 
seeking the ground in her confusion. 

' Can't ? ' echoed Mr Finchley. * God 
bless my soul ! You don't mean to say 
it's true?' 

' Yes ; but how people could find it 
out so soon puzzles me.' 

' Yes ; and it angers me to think that 
gossip should have brought me the first 
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tidings. You have acted foolishly ; you 
should have consulted those who loved 
you before accepting any man's proposal.' 

* My heart governed my answer, dear 
Mr Finchley. I love my intended hus- 
band ; and I believe in him. So in that 
case I think such matters are best 
settled between the parties concerned.' 

' Oh^ indeed! Miss Trevor; and so 
on such occasions an old friend is to 
be left out in the cold ? ' 

* No ; dearest and best of guardians. 
Nothing of the kind. I intended to 
come over and tell you all about it 
this evening. I could not well do so 
before, considering Captain Wallace only 
asked me to be his wife yesterday.' 

* And who may Captain Wallace be } ' 



^ One Sweet Summer 'Tide. ^ i6i 

asked Mr Finchley, still somewhat testily, 
taking umbrage at his ward's inde- 
pendence. 

* rU tell you all I know about him, 
so please don't be angry, or think for 
a moment that I do not confide in you. 
Well, you remember how I was per- 
suaded to go to a public ball at Chel- 
tenham, about six weeks ago ? ' 

* Of course I do.' 

' Then at that very ball the master 
of the ceremonies brought up just the 
.handsomest man I ever saw to dance 
with me. I never for an instant thought 
that he would care to see a middle- 
aged, faded woman like myself again ; 
but he did. He followed up the intro- 
duction by paying me every atten- 
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tion ; till last evening he came and 
asked me to be his wife ; and I am so 
happy.' 

*The waking's bitter from a fool's 
paradise/ growled Mr Finchley. * Have 
a care ; men attach a certain value to 
property.' 

* Oh, but Fitz doesn't,' put in Tara 
stoutly. * No ; he's the most careless 
fellow in the world about money. I 
told him about you, that you were my 
best friend and guardian ; and he is 
so anxious to see you, and to be guided 
by you in settling affairs.' 

'Well, well, time will show,' returned 
Mr Finchley, in a more molified tone. 
' Rest assured, I will take all measures 
to protect you from any injustice. And 
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if this man is an upright, honest fellow, 
as you seem to think, why, then, my 
dear Tara, I wish you joy with all the 
friendship of an old man's heart.' 

' I knew you would,' cried Tara. * I 
always — ' 

But here a quick tread on the gravel 
arrested the conversation ; and a mo- 
ment later, with a proud air of pro- 
prietorship, Tara had introduced Captain 
Fitzroy Wallace to Mr Finchley — a man 
who, as far as looks went, did not 
belie her description, for he was the 
possessor of unquestionable good looks, 
which lay in the bearing of his fine, 
manly figure, regular features, dark blue 
(Irish) eyes, and jet black hair. 

* You will come in to luncheon, won't 
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you, Mr Finchley?' asked Tara, as 
the trio reached the steps. 

* I don't know ; I feel rather stiff,' 
returned Mr Finchley, looking rather 
dubious at the flight of steps. 

* Do try and stay ; I should like 
to have a word with you/ urged 
Captain Wallace. * See, let me give 
you my arm, and assist you up the 
steps/ 



* And why not. at once, my darling?' 
It was Captain Wallace who spoke, as 
he strolled with Tara through the woods 
surrounding Everscourt Grange. Already 
the trees bore the glimmer of autumn 
gold upon their leaves, for it was now 
October, and the year was beginning 
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to fade — that year in which Tara 

had found her * one sweet summer- 
tide/ 

For it had been May when Mr 
Finchley, believing it to be prudent, 
and satisfied with Captain Wallace's 
mode of dealing, as well as with regard 
to his antecedents, ' had arranged all the 
preliminaries for her marriage ; and 
thus the business matter-of-fact part 
of the affair having been got over, 
the lovers found life one long glad 
holiday, setting each other no harder 
task than to plan some scheme of pleas- 
ure for one another. With regard to 
their respective feelings, to Tara her 
lover was simply all in all ; she had 
neither a thought nor a wish beyond 
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him ; and Captain Wallace, if he felt 
for his fiancde a milder devotion, was 
nevertheless sincere in what he professed 
He believed he loved her, and he was 
proud likewise of her beauty and talent, 
and more than satisfied with the posi- 
tion he should hold in becoming her 
husband. She was looking her best, 
too, on this autumn afternoon, attired 
in a tight-fitting dress of dark-blue 
velvet, trimmed with costly sable, and 
with a broad Spanish hat, and feather, 
shading her sweet pale face and sun- 
tinged hair ; and so when he met 
with no response to his first petition, 
he stole his arm round her, and, as 
he drew her fondly to his side, whis- 
pered, — 



k. 



* One Sweet Summer-Tide,^ 167 

* My love, can't you understand how 
I weary to make you my very own ? I 
see no reason for this delay.* 

* No. Well, Fitz, darling, you may 

notl she answered softly, the rosy colour 

mantling in her cheeks, * but it is a whim 

of mine to wait for Phylis' return from 

school. You know, dear Fitz, how 

fond I am of her, and the reason, for 

I have told you over and over again 

how she proved my champion and set 

me free. Well, you see, dearest, there 

is not so long to wait, for I have 

arranged for her to return on the 

twenty-second of next month, as it 

will be her seventeenth birthday. And 

now I will tell you what I should like 

to do, if you are agreeable, — to give a 
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grand ball on that day to welcome this 
little puss home.' 

' My darling, do as you like. I don't 
want to know about the ball. I want 
to find out when I am to have my 
wife.' 

* Well now, be patient one moment, 
and let me tell you. After Phylis' arrival, 
then — ' 

* What then ? ' he asked impatiently. 
* Any more impediments ? ' 

* No, dear ; then I will be your wife 
when you wish.* 

* Tara, that doesn't satisfy me. You 
must fix a time. It's wretched to exist 
on the tenterhooks of suspense. Come, 
it shall take place the first week in 
December. Will it, my own loved one } ' 
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' Yes/ answered Tara, as she laid her 

head upon his breast, while taking her 

in his arms he stooped and sealed the 
promise with a kiss/ 
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CHAPTER VII. 




HEBE. 

N the vicinity, Miss Trevor's 
fancy ball had been for weeks 
the topic of general conversa- 
tion, and when in due course the night 
of the festivity arrived, the guests found 
Everscourt Grange, with its old-fashioned 
furniture, converted, by the aid of London 
upholsterers, into a modern fairy palace. 
The drawing-room formed a splendid 
roomy saloon for dancing. In the dining- 
room was laid the most costly of suppers, 
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while the library was for the time being 
made, with the aid of ferns and exotics, 
to appear like a conservatory, and here 
tea and light refreshments were served. 

In this latter apartment then, on the 
auspicious night in question, stood Tara 
Trevor, in readiness to welcome her guests, 
attired in fancy dress, as Queen Elizabeth. 
She wore an ivory-coloured satin petticoat, 
and stomacher powdered with seed pearls, 
a bodice and train of rich ruby velvet 
edged with ermine, with a high ruff and 
aecklet of diamonds. Her ruddy auburn 
hair was dressed in a quantity of buckle 
curls raised above the forehead, while at 
the back of her head she wore a perfect 
little crown of glittering gems, and withal 
looked a very fair and gracious sovereign. 
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* My liege and lady, you look as I 
would ever hold you, a very queen,' cried 
Captain Wallace, as he entered as the 
first -comer, looking a most fascinating 
Earl of Leicester, in trunk hose and 
doublet of amber satin and black slashed 
with silver, and a black velvet cloak, with 
hat and plume ; and as he spoke, he knelt 
in play to kiss the little hand on which 
his engaged ring shone. Then rising he 
clasped her to his breast to kiss her 
once and yet again. * Tell me that all 
this queenliness is my very own ? ' he 
whispered. 

* Ay, truly,' she answered, * your love 
is all my kingdom.* 

And now the visitors flocked in in quick 
succession to interrupt their tHe-cL-tite. 
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After greeting most of whom, Tara at 
length led the way into the ballroom, 
and opened the ball by dancing a quadrille 
with her betrothed. A girl now, just as 
the dance was over, slipped into the room, 
a brilliant little creature, riveting all eyes, 
like a comet or a star, with her dazzling 
costume — for of beauty she had little to 
boast, only a simple, girlish face, with 
wide, wondering, large blue eyes, and 
flaxen ringlets floating over her shoulders 
and across her brow. But her dress was 
bewitching — a short white satin petticoat, 
quilted in diamonds, the centre of each 
bearing a star of scintillating French 
diamond paste ; an over tunic of silver 
brocade, looped back with diamond butter- 
flies ; a garland of summer roses fastened 
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transversely across the dress, descending 
from the right shoulder, and a wreath of 
half-blown rose-buds crowned her fair 
hair; while on every alternate flower, by 
aid of wire and Parisian ingenuity, a 
diamond butterfly seemed to have alighted. 
And lastly, to complete the picture, she 
wore round her throat a necklet of 
diamond butterflies with closed wings, 
and earrings to match. 

* Look I ' exclaimed Captain Wallace, 
pressing Tara's arm in his enthusiasm ; 
' what a lovely little girl ; do you see ? 
She has just entered. Who is she ? ' 

'Whom should she be but my little 
Phylis,* answered Tara, charmed with 
his appreciation of her proUgie, * Tm so 
glad you admire her. And the dress, how 
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do you like it ? I designed it myself, 
and had it made in Paris.' 

* Why, I think it's perfect Whom 
does she personate in it ? ' 

' Hebe.' 

* Oh, Tara, please forgive me ; I am 
late, I know, but I couldn't find my 
fan.' 

' Couldn't you } Why, I fear you are 
a very careless little puss. Come, let me 
introduce you to my friend Captain Wal- 
lace. I have made his name familiar 
to you already, have I not .^ So now from 
this time forth I trust you will be friends. 
The band has stnick up the waltz. 
Dance with Phylis, will you, Fitz ? Poor 
child, she doesn't know a soul in the 
room yet,' added Tara. 
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* May I have the pleasure ? ' asked 
Captain Wallace, bending over her. 

* If you wish/ faltered the maiden, lift- 
ing her azure eyes coquettishly. 

She had evidently been initiated into 
the rudiments of flirtation at the Brussels 
seminary. The glance had its effect on 
Captain Wallace, for his heart beat 
quickly as his arm clasped the girl's 
slender waist. For a moment he looked 
into her face in a way that made her 
blush redder than her roses, and the next 
they were whirling in a giddy maze of 
enchantment, for Phylis did in all verity 
dance lightly as a fairy, and to perfec- 
tion the slow waltz, in which the soul of 
Captain Wallace delighted. 

' You will be besieged by partners 
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by-and-by/ he said, when it was over. 
* May I put my name down for another 
waltz before your card is full?' 

'Yes, for two if you care,' answered 
Phylis, smiling up at his eager face. * We 

do get on so splendidly together.' 

• ••••••• 

Captain Wallace had claimed the last 
dance for which his name was down on 
Phylis' programme, and ere it was over 
he led her out of the throng into the 
cooler atmosphere of the conservatory; 
and as the girl, tired with incessant 
dancing, threw herself on an ottoman 
shaded by orange trees and myrtles, he 
seated himself beside her, with a weary 
look on his handsome face, and then by 
degrees he filled her ears with those soft 
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honied phrases and airy trifles which men 
of the world have ever at command. 
And Phylis listened, as she had to many 
pretty speeches made to her that evening. 
She did not let them weigh with her 
more than that the homage they con- 
veyed pleased her. The success of her 
first ball had intoxicated her like wine. 
She felt wild and giddy with excess of 
joy, and so she wooed him on, rather 
than reproved him, with her arch glances 
and her soft whispers, — for nature had 
made Phylis a flirt. 

* I shall remember this evening,* said 
Captain Wallace at last, as he sat with 
his head bent close to her, so that his 
lips almost touched her hair. * It is the 
happiest I have had in my whole life.' 
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Phylis spread out her white feather fan 
on her lap, and while seeming to study 
it intently, gave a litde sigh ; then she 
raised her drooping white lids, and 
looked up with a pair of humid, tender 
eyes. 

* I if you will remember it. Do you think 
I can forget it ? ' she asked ; * I who 
have never had a great pleasure in my 
life before ? ' 

* Phylis,' he whispered, as he brushed 
with a caress her yellow hair, *give me 
some token to hold and keep in memory 
of this night.' 

' Why } Just for the sake of flinging 
it aside to-morrow ? ' she asked, with 
laughing eyes. 

' Nay, to wear next my heart for ever,* 
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he answered, as he clasped one little hand, 
idly toying with her fan. 

* But I have nothing/ she whispered, 
drooping her blushing face. ' Even my 
handkerchief has been stolen already.' 

^ Let me choosey he said, in soft low 
tones, as he drew the glove from the 
hand he held, warm from the pressure of 
her dainty fingers, and raising it to his 
lips, hid it away in his breast. 

* Let us go,' said the girl, sobered at 
last ; and without another word he rose, 
gave her his arm, and led her back to 
the ballroom, where Tara met them with 
laughing reproach. 

* Fitz, dear,' she said, * you must not 
spirit away our Hebe in this fashion; 
there has been quite an uproar about it, 
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and no end of disappointed partners have 
been bearing savagely down upon me, as 
if / was to blame. Why, child/ she added 
abruptly, ' where's your glove ? Lost, I 
suppose. What a careless puss it is. Well, 
never mind, run away and get another 
pair, for here comes Mr Whitfield to 
claim a dance.' 

And Phylis, guilty and confused, gladly 
seized the excuse and fled from the room. 

' My Hebe is the belle to-night/ said 
Tara, with that magnanimity of nature 
which ever distinguished her, as she 

turned to her betrothed 

' I did not expect to find her so pretty/ 
remarked Captain Wallace. * Come, Tara,' 
he added, *they are forming a set of 
lancers^ let us join them.' 
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The morning preceding Tara Trevor's 
wedding-day broke clear, frosty, and 
sunny, as if prognosticating all things 
bright and joyous for the looming future, 
while on Tara's brow sat the placid joy 
of a soul anchored in peace after tossing 
on stormy seas. 

In her dressing-room lay the rich bridal 
robe of ivory satin shrouding in filmy lace 
with its trails of passion flower and orange 
blossom. And Tara, lingering there a 
moment, gazed with a passion of emotion 
at these fair vestments of a new existence, 
out of which all bitterness, all dark me- 
mories should be cast. She clasped her 
hands, and raised her humid eyes in mute 
thanksgiving to a higher power which 
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had so ordered her fate at last, then clos- 
ing the door madeher way down stairs. 

' If you please, Miss Trevor,' said her 
maid, meeting her in the hall, * Madam 
Lane has sent a young person from 
London with Miss Phylis' bridesmaid's 
dress to try on. I think Miss Phylis is 
skating on the lake; shall. I go for 
her ? ' 

' No,' answered Tara ; ' bring me down 

my hat and cloak, I will fetch Miss 

Phylis myself, and tell the young person 

to wait in my dressing-room till I return.' 
• ....••* 

The walks surrounding the lake had 
been the favourite rendezvous of Tara 
and her lover on past summer evenings, 
for he had been wont to row her leisurely 
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on the smooth water in a little skiff which 
he had had built for her, and christened 
' The Lily.' And by the side of the lake 
stood an old-fashioned oak pagoda or 
summer - house, recently converted by 
Captain Wallace into a boat-house for 
the *Lily/ 

A narrow gravel path led from the 
house to this old summer-house, which 
faced the lake, and then diverged on 
either side into the broader road by the 
water. Along this thread-like pad, with its 
high privet hedges, then, on the morning 
of which we write, Tara hastened in 
search of her portdgde^ till, as she reached 
the back of the structure she stopped 
suddenly, arrested by the sound of a 
girl's bitter sobbing. For a moment she 
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hesitated with dread, believing in her 
own mind that Phylis had met with an 
accident on the ice, and then ere she could 
hasten round to ascertain the nature of 
the calamity, the well-known tones of a 
man's voice smote upon her ear, and 
those accents turned the woman's heart 
to stone. 

♦ * Phylis, my poor love,' he was saying, 
* don't cry so. You break my heart 
Would to God we had never met, since it 
has turned out thus, or that we had come 
together before I saw her^ for then I 
could have made you my very wife in 
heart and soul, but now my honour is 
at stake, I must keep the promise I gave, 
even though I know it proves a barrier 
to all my happiness.' 
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limbs along the frost-bound 
to the Grai^e, and it seemed 
had gone out of the earth 
forever. 

the dining-room by one of 

■ windows, she crouched down 

the sofa, burying her white iace 

and was silent. No sob or 

the awful hush, in the which 

'ing to realise the agonising 

le two beings she loved most 

had betrayed her. How long 

:, petrified and horror-stricken, 

knew, nor could the fierce pangs 

ig which rent her heart be known 

It the God who read it 

murmur of distant voices roused 

last, and the familiar tones made 
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her recoil from the treachery to which 
she had fallen a victim. Rising, she 
went to the window, and from it she 
saw approaching Phylis' trim little figure, 
clad in the most coquettish of black vel- 
vet costumes and the daintiest of turban 
hats, with scarlet wing, perched on her 
golden curls ; while beside her, with down- 
cast mien, walked Tara's recreant knight. 
Tara saw it all, and she knew, in the 
bitterness of her harrowed soul, that the 
sceptre of her kingdom had passed into 
those girlish hands. 

'What had I to do with love, aged 
with care ? ' she asked herself, as, draw- 
ing herself up with the old pride, she 
stood there, cold as marble, to wait the 
entrance of the guilty pair. Phylis came 
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in first, and as she met Tara's eyes her 
face suffused with hot blushes, and she 
hung her head in shame ; but Captain 
Wallace followed, pale and stern, with 
the air of a man who had suddenly re- 
signed himself to a martyr's fate. 

* You are looking ill, dear Tara,' he said, 
at length conscious of a certain reserve 
in his fiancee's manner, and deeming it 
necessary to address some remark. ^ You 
must take care not to knock up before 
to-morrow; remember the ordeal you have 
to go through.' 

'Your precaution is unnecessary. Cap- 
tain Wallace,' she answered coldly. 
'There will be no wedding to-morrow!^ 

To depict the look of surprise, not to 
say horror, which grew on Captain 
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Wallace's face at these words would 
baffle the efforts of the most fertile pen. 

'No weddings Tara!' he repeated. 
' You are dreaming/ 

* I have been dreaming/ she answered, 
jerking out her words in sheer despair, 

* but I am awake now/ 

' Why, what do you mean ? ' 
' Search your conscience for the answer/ 
she retorted, rejecting the hand he offered. 

* I will be a barrier to no man's happi- 
ness ; therefore, sir, you are henceforth 
free to pay your addresses to Miss Phylis 
Noel ; and, excuse me if I say that the 
sooner you can provide a home for the 
young lady the better I shall like it ; for 
association with the thief of one's happi- 
ness cannot possibly be a pleasant com- 
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panionship. So now I will leave you to 
make your plans/ and with these words 
and a stately bow she left the room, 
closing the door on the discomfited pair. 

Phylis, terrified and stricken with re- 
morse, burst into a passion of tears, 
while Captain Wallace made not the 
slightest effort to assuage her grief. The 
fact was, he had been brought up by a 
sudden jerk to face his position, and he 
cursed his idiocy as he asked himself 
what under heaven he should do with a 
penniless* girl thrown on his hands } 

However beauteous and delectable the 
prize had seemed out of reach, yet, in 
the maddest moments of this brief love 
fever, he had never contemplated for a 
moment the sacrifice of his worldly ad- 
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vancement to obtain it. The bare thought 
of facing stern reality with Phylis scattered 
his sentiment to the winds. Pity for her 
he had none. With fortune slipping 
through his fingers, he even hated her 
for having listened. His voice and man- 
ner took the chilling tone which men of 
the world can so easily assume when they 
wish to quell the emotion which, although 
they have taken infinite pains to rouse 
it, proves at the time being inconvenient. 

' It's no use making a scene,' he said, 
regarding her with perfect sang froid. 
* There's been enough mischief done as 
it is. Men will be fools if they find girls 
so ready to listen.' 

As Phylis looked up, rage scorched the 
tears out of her blue eyes. 
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' Then you own you were only fool- 
ing me ! ' she cried, her shrill treble voice 
quivering with passion. * How dare you ? 
Oh, you bad, bad, wicked man ! I wish 
I could kill you ! Go away out of the 
house for ever ! You have broken both 
Tara's heart and mine. Never let me 
see your face again — do you hear ? Go !^ 
and as she spoke she held the door open 
— a hint which left no course open for 
the crestfallen Lothario but to take his 
departure, which he accordingly did, utter- 
ing a smothered oath in the conscious- 
ness that between two stools he had most 
decidedly fallen to the ground. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 




CRUEL AS THE GRAVE. 

R SEYMOUR was dead, and 
his successor, after the many 
matters which came to light 
through Tara's liberation, had removed his 
establishment to the vicinity of London, 
and made the widowed Mrs Seymour 
his wife. 

Before this, however, Robert Noel had 
received notice, but with little difficulty 
succeeded in getting another place as 
lodge-keeper to a gentleman living near 
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Matlock, where, with a pretty fair-sized 
house and many advantages, he was quite 
content. 

It was breakfast time, and he sat with 
his wife and children round the board, 
well spread with homely fare, when the 
page boy on his way to the house, with 
his letter-bag slung across his shoulder, 
entered the lodge, and handed Robert 
Noel a letter. 

' Who the dickens can it be from ? 
I don't seem to know the writing,' he 
muttered, as he sat down and tore the seal 
asunder, while his wife proceeded unmoved 
to pour his tea into a large blue mug. 

* Look 'ee, mother ! ' cried her spouse, 
after a moment, attracting her attention 
by jumping up and overthrowing the 
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milk-jug in his haste. ' Never heed the 
tea — itll keep. See, woman, we've gotten 
a legacy ; here's a note I've found inside 
the letter, and it's worth ;^ioo.' 

' And if so be that there is, there's no 
reason why you should excite yourself 
like that,' remarked Mrs Noel, in her 
measured tones, as she went for a duster 
to mop up the milk. * Like as not the 
money isn't for you. Read the letter, 
can't you, and see.' 

' N o, you're a better hand at reading 
strange folk's writing,' he answered, sink- 
ing back in his chair again, and recom- 
mencing his study of the bank-note ; 
while the wife, in her dispassionate fashion, 
took up the missive he laid on the table 
and read aloud, — 



Cruel as the Grave. 197 

* Dear Mr Noel, — It is with much 
pain I have to tell you that your daughter 
Phylis has disappointed my hopes, and 
alienated my love for her, by an act of 
treachery and deception, which it is im- 
possible for me to overlook, and which 
compels me to wash my hands of her 
entirely. Such unhappily being the case, 
I send her back to you — as her proper 
guardian. The bank-note enclosed, for 
;^ioo, is for her use, so that her support 
may not fall upon you at present ; and as in 
the past five years she has received a good 
education, I trust, should it be necessary, 
she will without delay seek employment. — 
I remain, yours truly, Tara Trevor.' 

* And so she sends her back to us, as 
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a customer might a damaged piece of 
goods/ cried Robert Noel, as he rose 
and struck the table in his anger of out- 
raged paternal pride. ' Curse me, but 
I should have known more than to let 
my girl go among her betters. A d — d 
stuck-up lot of prigs I've found your 
gentry — shake hands wi' ye to-day, and 
pass you by on t'other side to-morrow. 
Miss Trevor, she ain't no better nor the 
rest. I've a good mind to chuck her 
confounded note into the fire.' 

' You've a good mind to bray like an 
ass,' snapped his wife. * There, sit down, 
do, and collect your wits, if you've any. 
Do you suppose Miss Trevor would 
treat her like this without a cause. She 
gives you the reason in her own writ- 
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ing; there are her words, deception and 
treachery. / can believe her, for I have 
found Phylis from a child a deceitful, 
lying little hussy. I never could trust 
her in a thing. But you, of course, you 
were blind to it all. And many a time 
when, to try and break her off her bad 
habits, I punished her, as she well de- 
served, you would fly at me. We had 
more words about her than anything 
else since we married— of course seeing 
that you took her part, encouraged her in 
her wickedness. But Til tell you what 
it wanted, a sounder flogging than ever 
I gave her, to take the devil out of her. 
And you'll find it out now, if not later, that 
she has rewarded all your pampering and 
spoiling by disgracing herself and us too.' 
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* Nay/ said Robert Noel, rising from 
his untasted breakfast ; * you were always 
hard on the motherless lass. TU hear her 
tell her story first, before 111 believe that 
she has done ought to shame us ; ' and 
without giving his wife time to retort, he 
seized his wideawake and strode out of 
the house, banging the door after him. 

The next day at noon a cab drove 
up to the lodge, and out of it stepped 
Phylis, very sad and pale, but fashionably 
attired. Robert Noel, who happened to 
be in for dinner, stared at his daughter 
as he helped in her luggage with some- 
thing like fear, as well as admiration, as 
he saw the stylish damsel which had 
been transformed out of the rustic grub 
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and drudge of his cottage; while Mrs 
Noel regarded her incoming with jealous 
hate, mentally vowing that she should 
not play the fine lady in her household, 
' setting herself up/ as she termed it, * with 
her silks and velvets — a good-for-nothing 
minx ! ' 

* You'd better take off that gala dress,' 
she said as soon as Phylis had finished 
sharing the rough one o'clock meal. * I 
have the week's baking to do this after- 
noon, and you will have to lend a hand 
now you're here.' 

Phylis bit her lips defiantly, and showed 
a good deal of the devil, for which Mrs 
Noel had given her credit in her blue 
eyes. 

* I've forgotten how to bake,' she said. 
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* / daresay, with all other useful things. 
Perhaps you would like us to fit up 
a drawing-room, and hire a piano, and 
wait on you/ 

* I didn't mean that,' said Phylis, soften- 
ing as she looked on her father's troubled 
face. 

* No ? Well, who cares what you do 
mean, or what you dofit ? ' cried Mrs 
Noel, with a vengeful longing to box her 
ears. *What you've to do is to pay 
attention to what / say. Go upstairs to 
my room, and you'll find an old print 
dress hanging on a peg behind the 
door ; put it on, and then come down 
again, and try and make yourself useful, 
for you've got to earn your bread now 
like the rest of us.' 
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Evening came at length, and found 
poor Phylis the veriest of Cinderellas, in 
her ill-fitting print dress and coarse apron. 
Her mother had left her alone for a time 
while she went up to the house of her 
employer on business, and in this brief 
respite, wearied out with kneading dough 
and household work, Phylis sat- by the 
fireside, on the low settle, sullen, sick at 
heart with herself and the whole world. 

* Phylis, come here, my lass,' said 
Robert Noel as he entered at length 
from his day's work and disturbed her 
bitter meditations. *Sit down there,' he 
added, pushing a low three-legged stool 
towards her as she wearily approached 
him. * Thou look'st more like my Phylis 
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now i' that dress. When I saw thee first, 
I couldn't believe I'd got back my own 
child, thou wast so tricked out wi' falderals/ 
he continued. * Eh, lass, thou'lt never 
care for our home now. Them grand 
folks have put false notions in thy head ; 
best it would have been if Miss Trevor 
had let thee be. Now, lass, answer me 
truly, how did'st thou happen to offend 
her .? ' 

Phylis laid her fair head down upon 
her lap and wept. 

* Don't put me past patience/ exclaimed 
her father, rousing her with a shake. * If 
you don't tell me at once, your mother 
will be back, and then you will have no 
chance.' 

Thus urged, Phylis dried her tears, and 



k 



Cruel as the Grave. 205 

told the plain unvarnished truth, and when 
she had finished, hid her shame-dyed face 
against her father's knee ; but he put her 
roughly from him, and looking up in fear, 
she met the darkest frown he had ever 
given her. 

* I was slow to believe evil of you, 
for thy mother's sake,' he said sternly. 
* But your own words show that you 
have been as a serpent in the bosom 
of the lady who loved thee as her own. 
What right had the like of thee to mix 
thyself up with a fine gent, when you 
knew he was engaged to Miss Trevor ? 
If he hadn't taken you for a vain fool, 
he wouldn't have made game of you as 
he has done. How dare you look at 
him, or listen to him ? You've bowed 
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my head lower with shame than it ever 
was before — to think I own so graceless 
a child. There, go up to your room ; 
I'm too angry to bear the sight of thee 
just yet ; ' and Phylis, feeling the weight 
of her father's condemnation sorely, crept 
away, weeping bitterly, to her little white- 
washed chamber. 



Mrs Noel, with her usual determination, 
finding her husband seriously displeased 
with Phylis, seized the opportunity of 
persuading him to let her seek a situa- 
tion for her (for, so long as she remained 
she feared that at any time the girl, grown 
so graceful and pretty, might again be 
taken into his favour), and after a time 
Robert Noel gave his consent. Having 
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obtained which, Mrs Noel lost no time in 
making her way to Liverpool, where an 
aunt of hers resided. Here, through her 
agency, she obtained for Phylis a situation 
as nursery governess, with a salary of 
twenty pounds per annum and her board, 
in the family of a Liverpool confectioner. 

Having made these arrangements, Mrs 
Noel returned home, and found Phylis 
(who, kept in ignorance of Tara's gift, 
believed herself to be penniless) too 
broken - spirited and sorrowful to offer 
the slightest resistance to her plans. 
She therefore proceeded at once to over- 
haul the wardrobe she had brought with 
her from the Grange, and weed from it 
all the rich and pretty articles of dress 
which she considered, as she said, un- 
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suited to Phylis' new and dependent posi- 
tion, replacing them by some plain and 
homely garments of her own fashioning. 

Phylis watched her with an aching 
heart and tearful eyes, but the fear which 
she had entertained for this woman in 
her childhood clung to her still and kept 
her silent. 

At length the day fixed for her de- 
parture arrived. The small box, contain- 
ing all the toilette which Mrs Noel meant 
her to possess, stood ready corded outside 
the lodge door, but Phylis stood waiting 
for the cab, pale and miserable, when her 
father s hand was laid upon her shoulder. 

* Do your duty this time, Phylis,' he 
said gravely ; * it will make some atone- 
ment for the past.' 
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* Forgive me, and I will try* she 
answered, the tears trickling down her 
cheeks at his gentle tone. 

* I do^* he answered, as he stooped 
and kissed her. * It was because I 
loved thee that it broke my heart to 
think thou could'st do wrong.' 

* Come, Robert,* said Mrs Noel, 
appearing on the spot ready dressed to 
accompany her step-daughter, * it's time 
you were at your work. Don't hinder 
Phylis, for I see the cab coming.' 
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CHAPTER IX. 




S E L F-C O N Q U E S T. 

EFORE making any attempt to 
see Tara after the postpone- 
ment of the marriage, Captain 
Wallace waited ' to let the storm blow 
over/ as he phrased it, laying his 
plans in the interim as to how he might 
best succeed in again approaching her. 
For although he had, in wooing the 
mistress of Everscourt Grange, believed 

that no mercenary motives governed him, 
yet, now that he had lost her esteem, 
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he was awakened to the fact that her 
possessions had held more influence for 
him than he was aware of. So now he 
felt just like a child out of whose hand 
a costly toy had been snatched while he 
played with a gewgaw. Little thought he 
gave to the girl to whom he registered 
his vows of love, or of the possible feel- 
ing he might have awakened in her 
breast, save to wish that her advent had 
been in any other region on the face of 
the earth than the Grange. And, more 
than all this, Tara's curt dismissal of 
him had piqued his self-love, and con- 
sequently enhanced her value in his 
sight. 

One morning, therefore, having at 
length gained courage, he set out with 
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the purpose of facing the ordeal of a 
rencounter with his old love, and effect- 
ing a reconciliation. And as he passed 
through the lodge gates and entered her 
demense, with its fair spreading acres, 
his heart swelled with anger against the 
absent Phylis for having caused him to 
jeopardise such a position. 

Nevertheless, he was very self-con- 
fident in his powers of persuasion, and 
firm in his belief of the immutability of 
a woman like Tara's love. So, as he 
sauntered slowly up the avenue, he 
silently rehearsed the role he should 
play in penitence, as well as the philo- 
sophy which he should bring to bear 
on the point he meant to carry. 

His double knock at the hall-door 
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was answered by a servant in livery, whom 
he mentally contrasted with the little dingy 
slavey, whose office it was to answer his 
summons at his London chambers. The 
contrast strengthened his resolution. 

' Is Miss Trevor in } ' he asked. 

' No, sir,' answered the man, in some 
surprise. * Miss Trevor went abroad 
last week. I thought you would know.' 

' I was not aware when she started,' 
answered Captain Wallace confusedly. 
* By the way, let me have her address. 
I have to write at once.' 

Tara, with a lady companion, had 
reached Florence, worn out in body and 
mind, when Captain Wallace's letter^ 
reached her. 
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It was a cleverly written epistle, in 
which he spoke of her own regard for 
Phylis having first drawn him towards 
the girl, and he prayed her to think and 
reflect, ere she severed a bond which 
might so surely lead to mutual happi- 
ness. 

But it is hard to build up a faith once 
shattered in a woman's breast, so Tara 
vouchsafed no reply. But she came 

home sooner than she otherwise might 
have done. 

Captain Wallace kept a vigilant watch, 
and after her return bided his time. At 
length his patience was rewarded, for he 
met Tara some distance from the village, 
and alone, one morning, and he hastened 
to make the best of his opportunity. 
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' And what of Phylis ? Have you 
never thought of her ? ' asked Tara, as 
he pressed her to renew their engage- 
ment. 

* Phylis ! ' he exclaimed angrily. * What 
is the good of my thinking of her ? 
You know very well I am not in a 
position to marry a poor girl, even if I 
would.' 

It was an unlucky speech, and he 
was conscious of it the moment he had 
uttered it. It grated on Tara's nerves, 
morbidly sensitive as she was since the 
slight which had been laid on her affec- 
tion. * If Phylis stood in my shoes, 
where would my chance be ? ' she asked 
herself. The vows she had heard him 
utter as a traitor to herself she recalled. 
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and her heart hardened once more against 
him. 

' I think we had better let the subject 
rest now/ she said quietly, after a pause. 

* Well, may I see you again ? Will 
you promise this even ? For sake of 
the past,' he pleaded. 

* Yes, I will think over what you have 
said, and see you again, if you wish,' 
she answered, as she shook hands with 
him coldly and turned away. 

* Did he make poor Phylis love him, 
I wonder ? ' she asked herself, as she 
walked home ; and mentally she deter- 
mined to find this out before she granted 
him another interview. 

Mrs Smith's shop for confectionery 
stood in one of the leading Liverpool 
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thoroughfares. The window displayed 
generally a tempting show of edibles, 
but the mistress of the establishment 
was in herself a poor wizened specimen 
of humanity, looking as if she had sub- 
sisted for a length of time on the mere 
smell of the condiments. 

' What can I have the pleasure of 
getting you, ma'am ? ' she asked, as a 
lady, richly dressed, alighted from a cab 
and entered her shop one morning. 

' Nothing at present, thank you,' an- 
swered the stranger. ' I have come to 
see your governess. Miss Noel.' 

* Oh, indeed, ma'am. Well, I'm glad, 
for I was thinking of sending her home, 
she has been so ill and good for nothing 
lately. Here, Maggie,' she added, turn- 
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ing to the shop girl as a customer 
entered, * take this lady up to the school- 
room ; she wants to see Miss Noel/ 

Tara followed her guide to the back 
of the house, where, in a close, stuffy 
room, redolent with odours from the 
bakehouse, she saw, as the door opened, 
a plain, sickly-looking girl, dressed in a 
shabby brown dress, and seated with a 
French Grammar in her hand, with a 
refractory pupil standing before her re- 
peating the verb aller ; while round the 
deal table three other children sat adding 

up • sums on their slates in distractingly 
loud tones. 

* Miss Trevor!' cried the young instruc- 
tress, the book falling from her hand as 
she recognised her visitor, while the brood 
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of Smiths threw down their slates and 
clustered round with mouth agape. 

* Here, children/ said Tara, taking 
half-a-crown from her purse, * I will give 
you this to buy some toys ; so run away 
now, for I want to speak to Miss Noel 
alone/ 

As her pupils left the room, Phylis 
stood there, white and trembling, not 
daring to approach the benefactress she 
had injured. 

* Phylis, my poor girl, come to me/ 
said Tara gently ; and as Phylis beheld 
the arms held open to receive her she 
sprang towards her, and clinging to her, 
wept as if her heart would break. 

Tara soothed her with kind and re- 
assuring words, and Phylis, kneeling 
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beside her, prayed for pardon for the 
mischief she had wrought. 

* You know, Phylis, that in conse- 
quence of what I overheard, my engage- 
ment was broken off. Now, Phylis, I 
will pardon you freely all the sorrow 
you have wrought me if you will answer 
me one question. Truly^ as if in the 
presence of your God, do you love 
Fitzroy Wallace, or do you not ? ' 

* Why do you torture me by asking ? ' 
cried the girl, as she wrung her hands 
in despair. 

* I have a reason — ^answer me. It is 
of vital importance to us both that you 
should. I ask you to trust me fully, 
and if you cannot I must leave you.* 

* Then I do love him, if I must speak 
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the truth — oh! better than my life. I 
cared for him from the night of the 
ball, and it was this love which made 
me forget my duty to you and myself, 
and now I am a most wretched girl. 
Oh ! if you only knew what I have 
suffered.' 

Tara took the sobbing girl in her 
arms, and kissed her pale face. Every 
vestige of colour had fled from her own 
features, and her lips quivered as with 
inward pain. 

' Phylis,' she said at last, ' look up, 
dear. I hope your troubles are ended. 
I shall take you back to the Grange 
with me now, and do what I can to 
give you back happiness/ 
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'Tara, you cannot mean it? No^ I 
will not believe that you are going to 
give me up.' 

It was Captain Wallace who spoke in 
tones of passionate remonstrance, as he sat 
with Tara in the library some days after. 

' Fitzroy/ answered Tara sorrowfully, 
*it is too late. I cannot purchase my 
own happiness at the price of another's 
pain, when that other is dear to me as 
any child could be. Had you loved me 
truly ^ I would have been first with you, 
and you would never have dreamt of 
addressing language to a mere girl calcu- 
lated to win her affections. I gave you 
all the loyal trust and love of my nature, 
and you betrayed me ; you broke down 
my faith in every living thing. No, 
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Fitzroy, there is no Lethe in which I can 
steep my memory so as to forget the 
words which I heard you utter. I was 
very cruel to Phylis after that ; my heart 
turned to stone, as it were, and "jealousy 
is cruel as the grave." I own I all but 
hated her, and sent her from me. But 
in time I thought of her again as the 
little comforter of my captivity and my 
liberator, and I took her to my heart 
again. I brought her back, and she is 
upstairs now. And, Fitzroy, the mis- 
chief did not end with my own sorrow, 
for I find that Phylis loves you. She 
is young, and with all the world before 
her. If a blight must fall on one of 
our lives let it lie on mine, for I am 
older, and inured to suffering.* 
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* Tara, why will you try me like this ? 
You know — ' 

* Stop a moment/ she interposed ; ' hear 
me out. Want of means was the great 
obstacle which prevented your thinking 
of Phylis in the light of a wife, you 
said. Well, then, I have overcome this 
difficulty. From the day Phylis marries 
she will possess five hundred pounds per 
annum.' 

' You are generous, Tara. But it 
seems uncommonly like a bargain made 
in order to get rid of me,' retorted 
Captain Wallace bitterly. * I feel inclined 
to turn the tables and question if you 
ever loved me, since you can so readily 
resign me,' as, seizing his hat after a 
formal bow, he made a hasty exit. 
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Tara waited till she heard the hall- 
door close after him, and then all her 
fortitude gav^ way ; her head fell for- 
ward on her hands, which rested on the 
table. 

* Even now he does me an injustice/ 
she sobbed, in an agony of grief. 'Oh, 
my love, my love ! you little know that 
in giving you up, I am giving up my 
life ! And yet I am but paying back 
the debt I owe.' 
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CHAPTER X. 



'from death to life. 
ST was a few days previous 
to the close of the ' Lon- 
don Academy. Many crowded 
there to take a farewell look at its 
beauties, and among others, a pale, deli- 
cate-looking, but still beautiful woman. 
Catalogue in hand, she had wandered 
from gallery to gallery, lingering before 
a favourite painting here and there, till, 
tired out, she gladly espied a vacant 
seat, and had just ensconced herself on 
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it, when a cheerful looking old lady ap- 
proached her, saying, — 

* How do you do. Miss Trevor ? Who 
would have thought of seeing you in 
town ? Do you make any stay ? * 

' No ; I am returning almost im- 
mediately/ 

' See,' continued the old lady, * I think 
I can find room beside you. I want to 
read you a letter I had from my son 
this morning,' and taking a letter from 
her pocket as she seated herself, she 
read, in an undertone, meant for Tara's 
ear only, — 



* Dear Mother, — Phylis is off gad- 
ding to some place of amusement. Yea, 
verily, she is the giddiest butterfly man 
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ever had to cage ; so she begged me 
to write, as she owed you a letter. 
Would you believe it, we have been 
just one year in Malta to-day? The 
appointment is, as you know, a good 
one ; but I 'm awfully sick of the 
place, and the work's killing. Phylis 
revels in the gaieties to an extent that 
makes her almost a stranger to me. 
But my heart seems to have grown too 
old of late for such frivolities, and my 
joints too stiff to turn on the light 
fantastic toe. I'm out of sorts and 
home-sick, so I hope I shall succeed 
in getting a cozy berth of some sort in 
England ; when the best happiness on 
my return will be to see you and dear 
Tara, though she might sneer at me 
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if I told her so. Much love from your 

affectionate son, 

* FiTZROY Wallace. 

^ P.S. — Return that letter of Lester's 
I sent you to read by next post. I 
want it.' 



* Dear me ! ' exclaimed Mrs Wallace, 
jumping up in alarm as she finished, ' I 
never noticed the postscript. Why, I 
must run home immediately, or I shall 
not be able to send the letter as he 
wishes. You will excuse me, will you 
not?' 

After Tara had taken a hasty leave of 
her, she sat there lost, as one in a dream, 
while the past of joy and pain came wil- 
dering over her brain, and the successive 
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events of the last eighteen months flitted 
through her mind in retrospective pro- 
gression. 

First there had been Phylis' quiet 
wedding with Fitzroy Wallace, taking 
place at the house of his mother at Nor- 
land Square, Notting Hill, where Phylis 
had been staying on a visit. She re- 
membered how courage on that day had 
failed her, so that, excusing herself from 
being present at the ceremony, she had 
shut herself up in the solitude of the 
Grange, and borne her pain unseen and 
alone. 

Then, barely had the bride and bride- 
groom returned from a long trip on the 
Continent, ere Captain Wallace, as if 
eager to put miles between them, had 
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sought and obtained a staff appointment 
at Malta. After which poor Tara*s mind 
reverted to the terribly lonely year which 
had ensued; and she knew full well 
that the lack of love and the quiet of 
it had robbed her of her health and 
strength. 

* Was I right to send him from me,* 
she asked herself, * when I loved him ? 
Ah, yes ! for Phylis is happy, and he 
has found content without me. But, 
alas ! I without him know no rest, and 
am for ever alone with these sad 
thoughts.' 

The tears welled up in her eyes ; 
therefore, lest her emotion should attract 
attention, she rose abruptly, and passing 
over to the other side, her attention was 
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riveted by a picture hanging there, en- 
titled * Despair/ and she noticed that 
many others stood likewise spellbound. 
Nevertheless, in detail it was very simple. 
In a street of a lamp-lit city a woman 
was seen clinging to the railing in front 
of the house she was passing for sup- 
port. Her hand was held out in sup- 
plication — a gesture evidently unnoticed 
or disregarded by the man seen passing 
on the other side. But it was the ex- 
quisite face of the woman, and the mute 
and appealing agony in the eyes, which 
haunted those who looked. 

Tara studied her catalogue, and found 
that the name of the painter was Florian 
Le Vismes. 

* I wish I could see him/ she thought. 
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'The man who painted that knows what 

misery is.' 

• ••••••• 

Florian Le Vismes, the now celebrated 
painter, rented an old-fashioned dwelling 
in Kensington, in which he generally 
spent a couple of months each spring. 
Time had not dealt lovingly with him. 
The lines of care ploughed deeply his 
handsome face, and winter's snow was 
not whiter than his once luxuriant hair; 
moreover, he bore before his years the 
stoop of age upon his shoulders. 

Morning after morning found him toil- 
ing busily in his studio. For his art, 
dear as it ever was, had now become 
the very life of his life. Many worship- 
pers of his talent and his wealth alike, 
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sought to make his acquaintance, but 
he turned a deaf ear to all such solici- 
tations. 

* I live in my own creations/ he used 
to say ; * the world and I bade farewell 
to one another long ago. To return to it, 
would be to renew the pain of memory.' 

Thus he gave his servant strict orders 
to admit no visitors, and, therefore, it 
surprised him in no small degree, while 
busy at work one morning, to see the man 
enter bearing a card on a salver. 

* I thought you had been long enough 
with me, James, to understand my wishes I 
he said, testily. 

' Well, sir, I hope you'll excuse me, but 
the lady did plead so hard that I should 
give you this ' (handing the card). 
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Florian le Vismes started as he read 
the name, ' Tara Trevor.' 

* What shall I say please, sir ? ' asked 
the troubled domestic. 

* Show the lady in/ was the answer. 
Tara entered timidly, and after having 

made her apologies for intruding, alluding 
to the famous picture * Despair/ and at 
last, with much delicacy and hesitation, 
expressed her great desire to possess it, 
should it ever be for sale. 

A strange expression crept into the 
artist's face. 

' I thank you for your appreciation 
of my work,' he said quietly, ' but not 
all the gold in the universe would buy 
that picture. The woman's face in it 
is the face of the woman I loved.' 
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* Oh ! forgive me/ cried Tara, notic- 
ing how white he grew. * I have been 
thoughtless ; perhaps she is dead/ 

* Dead ! ' he echoed with trembling lips. 

* Yes ; we had a foe in common, Miss 
Trevor, and that was why I granted you 
an interview. The man who slew your 
youth and drove my darling to her 
death was one and the same — Treilhard 
Orme by name.' 

' And you — ' 

' And 1/ he added, finishing her speech, 

* am the man who sought him out and 
avenged the double crime. He fell in a 
duel by my hand, while I was shot in 
the side. I have been almost a cripple 



ever since.' 



* There will ever be a bond between 
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us ; we have both suffered,' returned 
Tara, with tears in her beautiful eyes. 
' Ay, surely,' he answered. 

• ••••••• 

* There is a favour I would ask of you, 
said Florian le Vismes, as at length she 
rose to say good-bye. * Will you give me 
permission to paint your portrait ? I only 
ask for a few sittings. Yours is a face not 
easily forgotten.' 

* I am flattered by your wish,' replied 
Tara, * but I am not feeling well now ; 
wait (that is if you keep me in remem- 
brance) till next spring, and then, if you 
so far favour me, I shall be delighted.' 

Next spring. Alas ! poor Tara, she little 
knew the change that lay before her. 
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It was four o'clock on New Year's 
morning when Captain Wallace and 
his wife returned home from dancing 
out the old year and in the new at a 

ball given by the officers of the 

Regiment, stationed at Malta. 

* A pretty little golden-haired doll Phylis 
looked in her white satin and azalias 
as she sank wearily on a lounge and 
distended her small mouth with a yawn. 

*Oh, Tm so tiredl she cried, drawing 
off her gloves. 

* My dear, if you choose to make a slave 
of yourself for others, you should be the 
last to complain,' retorted her husband 
philosophically, as he took up a telegram 
addressed to him which lay on the table. 
* Phylis,* he cried, as he read it, * there 
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is bad news for us to begin the year with, 
Tara is dangerously ill. Dr Rudge is 
at the Grange and has telegraphed for 
us/ 

* And I not with her ! Oh, Fitzroy, 
this is too cruel,' exclaimed Phylis, losing 
all her affectation in a genuine burst of 
grief; 

' Don't fret so,' said her husband, * or 
you will unnerve me. God knows, I feel 
this blow as bitterly as you can. There, 
dear, do as I ask you,' he urged gently. 
^ Go to bed and try to get an hour's sleep, 
for you will want all your strength to 
start the first thing in the morning, and 

then be able to be of use to Tara when 
you arrive. I will make all preparations.' 
And as with many sobs his wife obeyed 
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him. Captain Wallace was glad to be 

relieved of her presence (just then he 

had thoughts which none might share), 

and they were bitter ones. . . . There 

is no ghost haunting the mind so hard 

to lay as remorse. 
• ••••••• 

Tara was dying, and she knew it. 
Although human lips had not uttered 
the fatal truth, a voice which never errs 
had whispered it to her inward self. Loss 
of spirits, loss of appetite, and general 
depression had been the silent harbinger 
of life's decay, and though she fought 
resolutely against these symptoms, there 
was not sufficient vitality in her constitu- 
tion to rally from the second blow which 
struck at the very roots of her happiness. 
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And though she did not appear to give 
way, as it is termed, but mingled more 
than ever perhaps with society, at the same 
time giving her leisure hours to tend the 
suffering poor in the neighbourhood, still, 
for all this fair seeming, the canker-worm 
was there, and a cold, caught, it was sup- 
posed, by sitting in damp things by the 
bedside of a cottager's dying child, did 
not bring on but only hastened the inevit- 
able end. And it was nearer than those 
who were watching imagined as the 
telegram for Fitzroy and his wife was 
penned. 

Tara lay in the pretty oriel chamber 
which she had chosen as her own of 
late, with a strange beauty on her noble 
face, the beauty which rests in the expres- 

VOL. III. Q 
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sion of perfect peace — a peace which 
the toilers here rarely know ; the amber 
hair all loose and damp, pushed from 
her fevered brow, formed a golden frame- 
work in the setting sun, for the pale, 
chiselled features, grey and sharpened 
with approaching dissolution, and the 
great, dark, wistful eyes, had a far-off 
look, as if they rested already on the 
glories of an unseen world. 

It was thus she lay, with fleeting 
breath, as Dr Rudge ushered in Fitzroy 
Wallace and his wife, with a caution 
not to excite her ; but at the sight of the 
still marble face, Phylis' fortitude gave 
way, and the doctor led her away in a 
passion of weeping. 

Half unconscious, Tara was hardly 
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conscious of their presence, till Fitzroy, 
kneeling by her side, took the thin hand 
lying outside the coverlet, then with a 
little start she recognised him, and 
pressed his muscular hand with her 
feeble grasp. 

* Oh, Tara,' he cried, in a voice choked 
with grief, * can you forgive me ? ' 

' I ? — yes, of course. Prop me up, I 
want to speak to you. Quick, or it will 
be too late. There, darling, that will do, 
I can breathe easier now.' 

* Oh, Tara, our loved one, why did 
you not send before ? * he moaned. 

* I did not think I was so ill. But 
listen. I have left all I possess to you, 
and you alone, only you will love little 
Phylis, for my sake.' 
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* / willy dear! 

' Fitzroy/ murmured the dying woman 
faintly, ' I can't say much, I haven't 
breath — all is yours. But when Tm 
gone, Mr Finchley will explain — he 
knows everything.' 

' Tara,' cried Fitzroy Wallace. * In 
this last hour we shall ever meet on 
earth, do understand me — that in losing 
you, I lose all.' 

And as her glazing eyes caught the 
look in his, a faint flush dyed the ashen 
pallor of her face. Then, as if in alarm, 
she turned herself slightly on her pillow. 

' Phylis,' she gasped, * where is she .'* ' 

' I will go for her,' said Fitzroy Wal- 
lace brokenly, * only kiss me, dear, just 
once.' 
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She raised herself slightly, and he 
pressed his lips on the brow, damp al- 
ready with the dews of death, and left 
the room. 

As he re-entered it with Phylis, a few 
moments latter, Tara lay still and uncon- 
scious, with closed eyes. A cry burst 
from Phylis, as she fell with her husband 
on her knees by the bedside. 

* Oh ! she is dead ! ' sobbed Phylis ; * how 
cruel you all were not to let me see her.' 

* Hush,' said the doctor, who had fol- 
Ibwed them as he placed his hand on 
Tara's heart. *Try and be calm, Mrs 
Wallace. She is not dead, she will revive 
in a minute or two, she is only faint.' 

And even ere the words left his lips, 
the dying woman opened her eyes, and 
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her gaze wandered restlessly round the 
room, till it fell on the pair kneeling 
there in such abject sorrow, and at the 
sight, energy came back to her as the 
last flicker of the expiring lamp. 

' Don't grieve for me, my darlings,' she 
cried, grasping the hands of husband and 
wife in hers. ' I have been dead nearly 
all my years, but I shall live now! 

And with these words on her lips, she 
did indeed pass ' from death to life.' 



THE END. 
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